5 


— — Bien. n — — 
3 — , — 3—— 
TY 
| 
Rur 
i 
2 
ny 
— 
7 
a 
of 
4 
* 1 - 
— 
2 — 
= 
— - 


o 


— 


. l ſſſüſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſn 


5 


— — Bien. n — — 
3 — , — 3—— 
TY 
| 
Rur 
i 
2 
ny 
— 
7 
a 
of 
4 
* 1 - 
— 
2 — 
= 
— - 


o 


— 


. l ſſſüſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſſn 


Ab elard 7:0 Hloiſa. 
Ham) 
A PARTICULAR ACCOUNT 
of ther | 
| Lene, 


By Jou fun, HES bug. 


N which are ade) 
. 


vnn. POEMS,—. 
"4 T 


HB Dy MP OPK, RE other 


AUTHORS. 


A N A: 
Protect ' jor R.S ammer, 1 


£ / 9 £. 


6—kẽ1ꝑ7ꝛů ů ˙ů * ͤ ˙ — ——— —̃ —— WQ — 2 — 


THE } 

| | 

HISTORY AN D LETTERS | 
O F 


ABELARD AND HELOBE. 


'F 
I 


P R BB AC: 


8 — 


— — _ 2 


is very ſurprifing that the Letters of 

Abelard and Heloiſe have not ſooner 
appeared in Engliſh, fince it is generally 
allowed by all who have ſeen them in other 
Languages, that they are written with 
the greateſt Paſsion of any in this Kind 
which are extant, And it is certain, that 
the Letters from a Nun to a Cavalier, 
which have ſo long been known and ad- 
mired among us, are in all Reſpets infe- 
rior to them. Whatever thoſe were, theſe 
are known to be genuine Pieces, occafioned 


by an Amour which had very extraordinary 


—_— —— J—_—_— —; 


1 


® Sold by T. Lowndes in Fleet-fireet, 
)( 2 


— 
— 
. 


| 
re 


Conſequences, and made a great Noiſe at 
tie Time when it happened , being between 


two of the moft dit 7 inguiſhed a of 
that Age. 


Theſe Letters * being truly writ- 


ten by the Perſons themſelves , whoſe Names 


they bear, and who were both remark- 
able for their Genius and Learning, as 
well as by a moſt extravagant Paſsion for 
each other, are every where full of Senti- 
ments of the Heart , (which are not to be 
imitated in a feigned Story) and Touches 


of Nature much more moving than any 


which could flow from the Pen of a Writer 


F Novels, or enter into | the Imagination 


F any who had not Felt the like n 
_ Difireſſes. 


They were e written in Latin, 
and are extant in a Collection of the Works 
of Abelard, printed at Paris in the Pear 
1616. With what Elegance and Beauty 
of Stile they were written in that Language, 
will ſufficiently appear to the learned Read. 
er, even by thoſe few Citations which 
are ſet at the Bottom of the Page in ſome 
Places” of the following Hiſtory, But the 


Book here mentioned conſiſting chiefly of 


Schoot Divinity, and of the Learning of 


i 
£7} 
10 
: * 
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thoſe Times, and therefore being rarely to 
be met with but in publick Libraries, and 
in the Hands of ſome learned Men, the 
Letters of Abelard and Heloiſe are much 
more known by a Tranſlation , or rather 
Paraphraſe of them in French , firſt publiſh- 
ed at the Hague in 1693. and which after- 
wards received ſeveral other complete Edi- 
tions. This Tranſlation is much applauded, 
but who was the Author of it is not. cer- 
tainly known. Monſieur Bayle ſays , he had 
been informed it was done by a Woman: ; ana 
perhaps he thought no one befides could 
have entered ſo thoroughly into the Paſsion 
and Tenderneſs of ſuch Writings , for which 
that Sex ſeems to have a more natural 
Diſpoſition than the other. This may be 
judged by the Letters themſelves, among 
which thoſe of Heloile are the moſt tender 
and moving, and the Maſter ſeems in this 
Particular to have been excelled by the 
Scholar. 


In ſome of the later Editions in French, 
there has been prefized to the Letters an 


Heiftorical Account of Abelard and Heloiſe; 


this is chiefly extrated from the Preface 
of the Editor of Abelard's Works in Latin, 
and from the Critical Dictionary of Mon- 


3 


e 


eur Bayle “, who has put together, under 
ſeveral Articles , all the Particulars he was 
able to collect concerning theſe two famous 
Perſons: And though the firſt Letter of 
Abelard 0 Philintus, in which he relates 
his own Story, may ſeem to have render. 
ed this Account in part unneceſſary 3 yet 
the Reader will not be diſpleaſed to ſee the 
Thread of the Relation entire, and continued 
to the Death of the Perſons whoſe Misfor- 
tunes had made their Lives ſo very re- 
markable, 


It is indeed impoſsible to be unmoved 1 
at the ſurprizing and multiplied AffliiHions 1 
and Perſecutions which befel a Man of Y 
Abelard's fine Genius, when we ſee them 
fo feelingly deſcribed by his own Hand. 
Many of theſe were owing to the Malice 
of ſuck as were his Enemies on the Account 
of his ſuperior Learning and Merit ; yet 
the great Calamities of his Life took their 
Riſe from his unhappy Indulgence of a 
eruminal Pauſsion , and giving himſelf a 
Loaſe to unwarrantable Pleaſures, After 
this he was perpetually involved in Sor- "nf 
row and Niftreſs, and in vain ſought for h 


he th —_ 


— — 


* Vid. Articles Abelard, Heloiſe, Foul- 
ques, and Paraclete. 
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Faſe and Quiet in a Monaflick Life. The 
Letters between him and his beloved He- 
loile were not written till long after their 
Marriage and Separation, and when each 
of them was dedicated to 4 Life of Reli- 
gion. Accordingly we jind in them ſur- 
prizing Mixtures of Devotion and Tender- 
neſs, of Penitence and remaining Frailty , 
and lively Pidture of Human Nature in its 
Contraricties of Paſsicn and Reaſen, its 
Infirmities and its Sufferings. 


3 Abelard o Philintus. 
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HISTORY 
Abelard and Heloiſe. 


erer ABELARD was born in the 


Village of Palais, in Britany. He 


lived in the twelfth Century, in the Reigns 


of Lewis the Groſs, and Lewis the Young. 
His Father's Name was Beranger, a Gentle- 
man of a conſiderable and wealthy Fa- 
mily. He took Care to give his Children 
a liberal and pious Edutation ; eſpecially 


his eldeſt Son Peter, on whom he endea- 


voured to beſtow all poſsible Improvements , 
becauſe there appeared in him an extraor- 
dinary Vivacity of Wit, joined with Sweet- 
neſs of Temper, and all imaginable Preſa- 
ges of a great Man, 
2 
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When he had made ſome Advancement 
in Learning, he grew ſo fond of his Books, 
that , left Affairs of the World might in- 
terrupt his Proficiency in them, he quitted | 
his Birthright to his younger Brother, and 
applied himſelf entirely to the Studies of 
Philoſophy and Divinity. 

Of all the Sciences to which he applied 
himſelf, that which pleaſed him moſt, and 
in which he made the greateſt Progrefs, was 
— Logick. He had a very ſubtle Wit, and 
' was inceſſantly whetting it by Diſputes , out 
of a reſtlels Ambition to be a Maſter of his 
Weapors. So thatin a ſhort Time he gained 
the Reputation of the greateſt Philoſop 
of his Age; and has always been eſteemed 
the Founder of what we call the Garg 
of the Schoolmen. 

He finiſhed his Studies at Parts, where 
Learning was then in a very flouriſhing 
Condition. In this City he found that famous 
Profeſſor of Philoſophy, Milliam des Cham- 
peaux, and [oon became his favourite Scho- 
lar; but this did not laſt. long. The Pro- 
feſſor was ſo hard put to it, to anſwer the 
ſubtle Objections of his new Scholar, that 
he grew unealy with him, The School ſoon 
Tun into Parties. The ſenior Scholars, 
tranſported with Envy againſt Abelard, ſe- 


conded their Maſter's Reſentment. All this 
3 
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"aj ferved only to encreaſe the young Man's 
thy Preſumption , who now thought himſelf ſuf. 

ficiently qualified to [et up a School of his 
tted : c 

own. For this Purpoſe he choſe an ad- 
and | 2 | 
er vantageous Place, which was the Town of 


= AMelun, ten Leagues from Paris, where the 
lied X French Court refided at that Time. Cham- 
| veau did all that he could to hinder the 


r E erecting of this School; but ſome of the 

and great Courtiers being his Enemies, the Op- 

1 poſition he made to it only promoted the 
, Defign of his Rival. 


The Reputation of this new Profeſſor made 
a marvellous Progreſs, and- eclipſed that of 
Champeaux., Theſe Succeſſes ſwelled Abe. 
"tard ſo much, that he removed his School 
XZ to Corbeil, in order to engage his Enemy 
x thampcloſer in more frequent Diſputations. 
BY 5 Application to Study brought 
ups im a long and dangerous Sickneſs, 
2 which c ſtrained him to return to his na- 
ET tive Air. | | 
"0 After Ie bad ſpent two Years in his own 
Country, he made a ſecond Adventure to 
Paris, where he found that his old Anta- 
goniſt Champeaux had refigned his Chair 
to another, and was retired into a Convent 
of Canons Regular, among whom he con- 
X tinued his Lectures. Abelard attacked hiim 
with ſuch Fury, that he quickly forced him 

A 2 
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to renounce his Tenets. Whereupon the 
poor Monk became lo deſpicable . and his 
Antagoniſt in ſuch great Efteem , that no 
Body went to the Lectures of Cllantroguar, 
and the very Man who ſucceeded him in his 
Profeſſorſhip, lifted under Abelard, and be- 
came his Scholar. 

He was ſcarce fixed in his Chair, before 
he found himſelf expoled more than ever 
to the Strokes of the moſt cruel Envy. En- 
deavours were uſed to do him ill Offices b 
all thoſe who were any ways diſaffected to 
him; another Profeſſor was put into his Place 


Who had thought it his Duty to ſubmit to 


Abelard; in ſhort, ſo many Enemies were 
raiſed againſt him, that he was forced to 
Tetreat from Paris to Melun, and there re- 
vive his Logick Lectures. But this held 
not long; for hearing that CH 
with all his Infantry was retired into "Cc 
try Village, be came and poſted hi 
Mount St. Genevieve, where he refed a 
new School, like a kind of B by againſt 
him whom Champeaux had lef Fto teach 
in Paris. 

Champeauæ underftandig that his Subſii- 
tute was thus beſieged in his School, brought 
the Regular. Canons back again to their 
Monaſtery. | But this, inſtead of relieving 
his Friend, cauſed all bis Scholars to deſert 
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him. At which the poor Philoſopher was 
ſo mortified , that he followed the Example 
of his Patron Champeauz, and turned 
Monk too. 

The Dilpute now lay wholly between 
Abelard and Champeauz, who' renewed 
it with great Warmth on both Sides: bat 
the Senior had not the beſt on't. While 
it was depending, Abelard was obliged 
to vilit his Father and Mother, who, ac- 
cording to the Faſhion of thoſe Times, 
had reſolved to forſake the World, and 
retire into Convents, in order to devote 
themſelves more ſeriouſly to the Care of 
their Salvation. | | 
'. Having aſsiſted at the Admiſsion of his 
.Pazents" into their reſpective Monaſteries, 
aud received their Bleſsing, he returned to 
öbere, during his Abſence, his Rival 
promoted to the Biſhoprick of 
Chaloner And now being in a Condition 
to quit his School without any Suſpicion of 
flying om bis Enemy, he reſolved to ap ; 
ply himſelf wholly to Divinity. 

"" To this End he removed to Laon, where 
| A one Anſelm read Divinity-Le&ures with good 
= Reputation. But Abelard was [0 little ſatis - 
hed with the old Man's Abilities,. who, as 
he ſays, had a very mean Genius, and a 
great Fluency of Words without Senſe, 
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that he took a Reſolution. for the future , 
to hearno other Maſter than the Holy Scrip- 
tures, A good Reſolution! If a Man take 
the Spirit of God for his Guide, and be 
_ concerned to diſtinguiſh Truth from 


Falfehood, than to confirm himſelf in thoſe 


Principles into which his own Fancy or Com- 
plexion, or the Prejudices of his Birth and 
Education have inſenfibly led him. 
Abelard , together with the Holy Scrip- 
tures, read the ancient Fathers and Doctors 
of the Church; in which he ſpent whole 
Days and Nights, and profited ſo well, that 
inftead of returning to Anſelm's Lectures, 


he took up the ſame Employment, and 


began to expound the Prophet Ezekiel to 
ſome of his Fellow-Pupils. He performed 
this Part ſo agreeably, and in ſo ealg, a 
Method, that he ſoon got a Cr f 
Auditors. 

The jealous Anſelm could not 
he quickly found Means to get the new, 
Lecturer filenced. Upon this ard re- 
moved to Paris once more, where he pro- 


vl Mis; ; 


_ ceeded with his publick Expoſition on Eze- 
kiel, and ſoon acquired the lame, Reputa- 
tion for his Divinity, he had before gained 


for his Philoſophy. His Eloquence and Learn- 
ing procured him, an incredible Number 


of Scholars from all Parts; ſo that if he 


CHE 


ABEL ARD and HELOIS E. „ 


had minded ſaving of Money, he might 


have grown rich with Eaſe in a ſhort Time. 
And happy had it been for him, if, among 
all the Enemies his Learning expoſed him 
to, he had guarded his Heart againſt the 
Charms of Love. But alas! the greateſt 
Do@oxs are not always the wiſeſt Men; as 
appears from Examples in every Age; but 


4 from none more remarkable than that -of 


this learned Man, whoſe Story I am now 
going to tell you. 

Abelard , befides his uncommon Merit as 
a Scholar, had all the Accompliſhments of 
a Gentleman. He had a Greatneſs of Soul 


| which nothing could ſhock, his PatSions' 


were delicate, his Judgment ſolid, and his 


2X Take exquiſite. He was of a graceful Per- 


ſon, and carried himſelf with the Air of 
a Man of Quality. His Converlation was 


# [weet, complailant,- ealy, and Gentleman- 


like. It ſeemed as tho' Nature had de- 


| figned him for a more elevated Employment 
than that of teaching the Sciences, He 
looked upon Riches and Grandeur with 
= Contempt, and had no higher Ambition than 
to make his Name famous among learned 
Men, and to be reputed the greateſt Doctor 
ok his Age: but he had human Frailty , 
and all his Philoſophy could not guard him 


from the Attacks of Love. For ſome Time 
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indeed, he had defended himfelf . 
this Paſsion pretty well, when the Tempta- 
tion was but ſlight: but upon a more inti- 
mate Familiarity with agreeable Objects, 
he found his Reaſon fail him. Yet, in re- 
ſpect to his Wiſdom, he thought of com- 
Pounding: the Matter, and reſolved at firſt, 
that Love and Philoſophy ſhould. dwell to- 
gether in the ſame Breaſt. He intended 
only to let out his Heart to the former, 
and that but for a little while; never con- 
6dering that Love is a great Ruiner of Pro- 
jects; and that when it has once got a Share 
in a Yeats | it is ealy to Poles itſelf ol 
the Whole. . r F ——ẘẽ-]ꝗ⅛ö˖ꝙ̃ eoregp_y 
He, was now in the Seren or Eight and 
Twentieth Year of his Age, when he thought 
himſelf compleatly happy in all Reſpects, 
excepting that he wanted a Miſtreſs.” He 
conſidered therefore of making a Choice, 


to his Notions; and the Delign he had of 
palsing - agreeably thoſe Hours he did not 
employ in his Study, He had ſeveral La- 
dies in his Eye, to whom', as he ſays in 
one of his Letters, he could ealily have re- 
commended himſelf, For you muſt under. 
Rand, that beſides his Qualifications men- 
tioned before, he had a Vein of Poetry, 
and made Abundance. of little ealy Songs, 
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which he would fing with all the Advantage 
of a gallant Air and pleaſant; Voice. But 
tho' he was cut out for a; Lover, he was 
not over-haſty in determining bis Choice. 
He was not of a Humour to be pleaſed 
with che Wanton or Forward; he ſcorned 
eaſy Pleaſures, and ſought to encounter 
with Difficulties, and Impediments, that 


N he might, conquer with the greater Glory, 


In ſhort', he ern ſeen the Woman 
he was to love. 4 4 
Not far from the Place — Abelard 
read his Lectures, lived one Doctor Fulbert, 
a: Canon of the Church of Natre Dame. 


This Canon hada Niece named Heloiſe in 


his Houſe, whom he educated with great 
Care and Affection. Some Writers ſay “, 
that ſhe was the good Man's natural Daugh- 
ter; but that, to prevent a public Scandal, 
he gave out that che was his Niece, by 
his Siſter, who upon her Death-bed had 


charged him with her Education. But though 


it was well known in thoſe Times, as well 
as fince, that the Niece of an Eccleſfiaftick 


* 2 — 


"I Papyr. Maſſo, Aa '! 3. Joanne: 
Canonicus Pariſinus, Heloſſiam naturalem 
filiam habebat praefianti ingenio, formaque · 
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is lometimes more nearly related to him, 
yet of this Damſel's Birth and Parentage 
we have nothing very certain. There is 
Reaſon to think, ſrom one of her Letters 
to Abelard , that ſhe came of a mean Fa- 
mily ; for ſhe owns: that great Honour was 
done to her Side by this Alliance, and that 
he had married much below himſelf. So 
that what Francis d Amboiſe ſays, that ſhe 
was of the Name and Family of Montmo- - 
ren'y, has no Manner of Foundation. It 
is very probable The was really and truly 
Fulbert's Niece, as he affirmed her to be. 
Whatever ſhe was for Birth, ſhe was a 
very engaging. Woman; and if ſhe was not 
a perfect Beauty, Che appeared ſuch at 
leaſt in Abelard's Eyes. Her Perſon was 
well proportioned, her Features regular , 
ber Eyes [parkling, her Lips Vermilion and 
wellformed, her Complexion animated, her 
Air fine, and her Aſpe& ſweet and agreeable. 
She had a ſurprizizz Quicknels of Wit, an in- 
credible Memory, and a coafiderable Share 
of Learning, joined with Humility; and all 
theſe Accompliſhments were attended with 
ſomething ſo graceful and moving, that 
it was impolsible for thole who kept her 
Company not to be in love with her. 

As ſoon as Abelard had ſeen her and 
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converſed with her, the Charms of her Wit 
and Beauty made ſuch an [mpreſsion upon 
his Heart, that he preſently conceived: a 
moſt violent Palsion for her, and reſolved 
to make it his whole Endeavour to win her 
Affections. And now he that formerly quit- 
ted his Patrimony to purſue his Studies, 
laid afide all other Engage ments to attend 
his new Palsion. 

In vain did Philoſophy and Reaſon impor- 
tune him to return; he was deaf to their Call, 
and thought of nothing but how to enjoy the 
Sight and Company of his dear Heloiſe, And 
he ſoon met with the luckieft Opportunity in 
the World. Fulbert, who had the greateſt Affec- 
tion imaginable for his Niece, finding her to 
have a good Share of natural Wit, and a 
particular Genius for Learning, thought him- 
ſelf obliged to improve the Talents which 
Nature had ſo liberally beſtowed on her. 
He had already put her to learn ſeveral Lan- 
guages , which ſhe quickly came to under- 
ſtand ſo well, that her Fame began to 
ſpread itſelf abroad, and the Wit and Learn- 
ing of Heloiſe was every where diſcour- 
ſed of. And tho' her Uncle for his own 
Share was no great Scholar, he was very 
ſolicitous that his Niece ſhould have all 
pofsible Improvements. He was willing there- 
fore ſhe ſhould have Maſters to inſtruct her 


: 
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in What ſhe had a Mind to learn , but he 
loved his Money; and this kept him fro m 


providing for her Education ſo well as ms 
deſired. 


Abelard, who knew Heloiſe's 8 
and the Temper of her Uncle, thought 
this an Opportunity favourable to his De- 
lign. He was already well acquainted with 
Fulbert, as being his Brother Canon in the 
ſame Church; and he oblerved how fond 
the other was of his Friendſhip, and what 
an Honour he efteemed it to be intimate 
with a Perſon of his Reputation. He there- 
fore told him one Day in Familiarity, that 
he was at a Loſs for ſome Houſe to board 
inz and if you could find Room for me, 
ſaid he, in yours, I leave it to you to 


name the Terms. 


The good Man immediately confining; 
that by this Means he ſhould provide an 
able Maſter for his Niece, who: inſtead of 
taking Money of him, offered to pay him 
well for his Board, embraced his Propoſal 
with all the Joy imaginable, gave him a 
thouſand Careſſes, and delired he would 
conlider him for the future as one ambitious 
of the ſtricteſt Friendſhip with him. 

What an unſpeakable Joy was this to 
the amorous Abelard!-to conſider that he 
was-going to live with her, who was the 
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only Object of his Defires ! that he ſhould 
nave the Opportunity. of ſeeing. and con- 
veriing with her every Day, and of acqaint- 


ing her with his Paſsion! However he con- 


cealed his Joy at preſent, leſt he ſhould 
make his Intentions ſuſpected. We told 
you before how liberal Nature had been to 
our Lover, in making his Perſon every 
Way agreeable ; ſo that he flattered him- 
ſelf that it was almoſt impolsible * that any 


Woman ſhould rejet his Addreſſes, Per- 


haps he was miſtaken; the Sex has Variety 
of Humours. However, confider him as a 
Philoſopher who had hitherto lived in ftri& 
Chaſtity , he certainly reaſoned well in 
the Buſineſs of Love, when he concluded 
that Heloiſe would be an eaſier Conqueſt 
to him than others, becauſe her Learning 


gave him an Opportunity of eſtabliſhing a 


* Tanti quippe tunc nominis eram et ju- 
ventutis et forma grata praceminebam , ut 


quameunque faeminarum noſtro dignarer 


amore, nullam vererer repuſſam. 1 Epiſt. 


Abel. p. 10. | 
1 Fraena libidini caepi lazare, qui antea 
viveram continenti/sime. Ibid. 
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Correſpondence by Letters, in which he 
might diſcover. his Paſsion with greater Free- 
dom, than he durſt preſume to uſe in Con- 


verſation. 


Some time after the Canon had taken 
Abelard into his Houſe, as they were diſcour- 
ling one Day about Things ſomewhat above 
Fulbert's Capacity, the latter turned the 
Diſcourſe infenfibly to the good Qualities 
of his Niece ; he informed Abelard of the 
Excellency of her Wit, and how ftrong a 
Propenſity ſhe had to improve in Learning; 
and withal made it his earneſt Requeſt, 
that he would take the Pains to inftrut 
her. Abelard pretended to be ſurprized 
at a Propoſal of this Nature, He told him 
that Learning was not the proper Bulinefs 
of Women ; that ſuch Inclinations in them 
had more of Humour or Curiofity, than a 
ſolid Defire of Knowledge; and could hardly 


| Pals, among either the Learned or Igno- 


rant, without drawing upon them the 


Imputation of Conceit and AﬀeRation, 


Fulbert anſwered , that this was very true 
of Women of common Capacities ; but he 
hoped when he had diſcourſed with his 
Niece, and found what Progreſs ſhe had 
made already, and what a Capacity ſhe 
had for Learning, he would be of another 
Opinion, Abelard allured him, be was 


* 


r 
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teady to do all he could for her Improve- 


ment, and if ſhe was not like other Wo- 
men, who hate to learn any thing beyond 
their Needle, he would ſpare for no Pains 
to make Heloiſe anſwer the Hopes which 
her. Unele had conceived of her. 

The Canon was tranſported with the Ci- 
vility of the young Doctor: he returned 
him Thanks, and proteſted he could not 
do him a more acceptable Service than to 
alsiſt his Niece in her Endeavours to learn; 
he, therefore entreated him once more, 
to ſet apart ſome of his Time, which he 
did not employ in publick , for this Pur- 
pole: And (as if he had known his debgned 
Intrigue , and was willing to promote it) 
he committed her entirely to his Care, and 
begged of him to treat her with the Au- 
thority of a Mafter, not only to chide her, 
but even to correct her whenever ſhe was 
guilty of any Neglect or Diſobedience to 


his Commands. 


* ”— — 
dig - 


he had for his Niece was ſo blind, and 
Abelard had ſo well eſtabliſhed his Repu- 
tation for Wiſdom, that the Uncle never. 
ſcrupled in the leaſt to truſt them together, 
and thought he had all the Security in the 
World for their Virtue, Abelard, you may 


! 


—— 
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be ſare, made uſe of the Freedom which 
was give him. He ſaw his beautiful Crea- 
ture every. Hour, he ſet het Leſſons every 
Day. and was extremely pleaſed to ſee what 


Proficiency ſhe made. Heloiſe, for her Part, 


was [o taken with her Maſter, that ſhe li- 
ked nothing ſo well as what ſhe learned 
from him; and the Maſter was charmed 
with that Quickneſs of Apprehenſion, with 
which his Scholar learned the moſt difficult 
Leſſons, But he did not intend to ſtop 
here. He knew ſo well how to inſinuate 
into the Affections of this young Perſon, 
he gave her ſuch plain Intimations of what 
was in his Heart, and ſpoke ſo agreeably 


of the Paſsion, which he had conceived 


for her, that he had the Satisfaction of ſeeing 
himſelf well underſtood. It is no difficult 
Matter to make a Girl of Eighteen in love. 


And Abelard, having ſo much Wit and 


agreeable Humour, muſt needs make a much 
greater Progreſs in her Affections, than 


ſhe did in the Leſſons which he taught her. 


So that in a ſhort Time ſhe fell ſo much 
in love with him, that the could deny him 
nothing. 

Fulbert nad a Country Houſe at Corbeil, 
to which the Lovers often reſorted, under 


Pretence of applying themlelves more cloſely 


to their Studies: There they converſed 
free- 


ABE LARD and H ELOIS E. up 
freely , and gave themſelves up entirely to 
the Pleaſures of a mutual Paſsion. They 
took Advantage of that Privacy which Study 
and Contemplation require, without ſub- 
jecting themſelves to the Cenſure of thoſe 
who obſerved it. * * +4 I 

In this Retirement, 'Abelard- owub that 
more Time was employed in ſoft Careſſes, 
than in Lectures of Philoſophy. Sometimes 
he pretended to uſe the Severity of a Miſ- 
ter; and the better to deceive ſuch as might 


be Spies upon them, he exclaimed againt 


Heloiſe, and copioached her for her Ne- 


| gligence. But how different were his Me- 


nac es from thole which are 1 by 
Anger! 

Never did two Lovers give a greater Looſe 
to their Delights than did theſe Two for 
five or fix Months; they lived in all the 
Endearments which could enter into 'the 
Heart of young Beginners. This is Abela 4s 
own Account of the Matter. He compares 
himſelf to ſuch as have been long kept in 
a ſtarving Condition, and at laſt are brought 
to a Feat, A grave and ſtudibus Man ex- 
ceeds a Debaucke in his Enjoyments of a 
Woman whom he loves, and of who he 
is paſsionately beloved. 

Abelard being thus enchanted with the 
Careſſes of his Miſtreſs, neglected all his 

- B 
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ſerious and important Affairs. His Perfor- 
mances in publick were wretched. His Scho- 
lars perceived it, and ſoon guelled the 
. Reaſon. His Head was turned to nothing 
but amorous Verſes. His School was his 
Averſion, and he ſpent as little Time in it 
as he could. As for his Lectures, they were 
commonly the old ones ſerved up again, 
The Night was wholly loſt from his Studies; 
and his Leiſure was employed in writing 
Songs, which were diſperſed and ſung in 
divers Provinces of France many Years 
after. In ſhort, our Lovers, who were in 
their own Opinion the happieſt Pair in the 
World, kept ſo little Guard, that their 
Amours were every where talked of, and 
all the World ſaw plainly that the Sciences 
were not always the Subject of their Gon- 
verſation. Only honeſt Fulbert, under whoſe 
Noſe all this was done, was the laſt 
Man that heard any thing of it: He want- 
ed Eyes to ſee that which was viſible to 
all the World; and if any Body went about 
to tell him of it, he was prepoſſeſſed with 
lo good an; Opinion of his Niece and her 
Maſter, that he would believe nothing a+ 
gainſt them. | 

But at laſt ſo many Diſcoveries were 
daily made to him, that he could not 
help believing lomething; he therefore re- 
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ſolved to ſeparate them, and by that 
Means prevent the ill Conſequences of their 
too great Familiarity: However he thought 
it beſt to convict them himſelf, before he 
proceeded further ; and therefore watched 
them fo cloſely that he had one Day an 
Opportunity of receiving ocular SatisfaQion 
that the Reports he had heard were true. 
In ſhort, he ſurprized them together. And 
though he was naturally cholerick , yet he 
appeared (o moderate on this Occalion as 
to leave them under diſmal Apprehenſions 
of ſomething worſe to come after. The 

Reſult was, that they muſt be parted. 
Who can expreſs the Torment our Lo- 
vers felt upon this Separation! however 
it ſerved only to unite their Hearts more 
firmly ; they were but the more eager to 
ſee one another. Difficulties encrealed their 
Deſires, and put them upon any Attempts, 
without regarding what might be the Con- 
ſequence. Abelurd, finding it impolsible 
to live without his dear Heloiſe, endea- 
voured to ſettle a Correſpondence with her 
by her Maid Agaton, who was a handſome 
brown Girl, well-ſhap'd, and likely enough to 
have pleas'd a Man who was not other» 
wile engaged. But what a Surprize was it 
to our Doctor, to find this Girl refuſe his 
Money, and in Recompence of the Services N 
B. 2 
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ſhe. was to do him with her Miſtreſs, de- 
manded no leſs a Reward than his Heart, 
and making him at once a plain Declara- 
tion of Love! Abelard, who could love 


none but Heloiſe, turned from her abruptly, 


without an[wering a Word. But a rejected 


Woman is a dangerous Creature. Agaton 


knew well how to revenge the Afﬀront put 
upon her, and failed not to acquaint Ful. 
bert with Abelard's Offers to her , without 
ſaying a Word how ſhe had been diſobli- 
ged. Fulbert thought it was Time to look 
about him. He thanked the Maid for her 
Care, and entered into Meaſures with her, 
how to keep Abelard from vikiting his Niece, 

The Doctor was now more perplexed 
than ever; he had no Way left but to ap- 
ply himſelf to A4eloi/e's Singing-Maſer : 
And the Gold which the Maid refuſed, 
prevailed with him. By this Means Abe- 
lard conveyed a Letter to Heloiſe, in which 


he acquainted her that he intended to come 


and ſee her at Night, and that the Way 
he had contrived was over the Garden-wall 
by the Help of a Ladder of Cords. This 
Proje& ſucceeded, and brought them toge- 
ther. After the firſt Tranſports of this ſhort 
Interview, Heloiſe , who had found ſome 
more than ordinary Symptoms within her, 


acquainted her Lover with it, She had in- 
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formed him of it before by a Letter; and 
now having this Opportunity to conſult about 
it, they agreed that ſhe ſhould go to a Siſter of 
his in Britany, at whole. Houſe ſhe might 
be -privately brought to Bed. But before 
they parted, he endeavoured to comfort 
her, and make her eaſy in this Diſtreſs, 
by giving her Aſſurances of Marriage. When 


Heloiſe heard this Propoſal, ſhe perempto- 


rily rejected it, and gave ſuch Reaſons * 
for her Refuſal, as left Abelard in the 
greateſt Aſtoniſhment. i 

| Indeed a Refuſal of this Nature is ſo ex- 
traordinary a Thing , that perhaps another 
Inftance of it is not to be found in Hiſtory. 
I perſuade myſelf therefore, that I ſhall not 
offend my Reader, if I make ſome few 
Remarks upon it, It often happens that 
the Palsion of Love fiifles or over-rules 
the Rebukes of Conſcience; but it is unuſual 
for it to extinguiſh the Senfibility of Honour. 
I don't ſpeak of Perſons of a mean Birth 
and no Education; but for others, all 
young Women, I ſuppoſe, that engage in 
Love Intrigues, flatter themſelves with 
one of theſe Views; either they hope they 


- — 


See Abelard's Letter to Philintus, and 
Heloile's fir/ Letter to Abelard, 
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ſhall not prove with Child, or they ſhall 
conceal it from the World „ or they ſhall 


get themſelves married, As for ſuch as 
reſolve to deſtroy the Fruit of their Amour, 


there are but few ſo void of all natural 
Affection, as to be capable of this utmoſt 
Degrce of Barbarity, However this ſhews 
plainly that if Love tyrannizes ſometimes, 
it is ſuch a Tyrant as leaves Honour in 


Polleſsion of its Rights, But Heloiſe had a 


Paſsion ſo ſtrong, that ſhe was not at all 
concerned for her Honour or Reputation. 
She was overjoyed to find herſelf with Child, 
and yet Ihe did her utmoſt not to be married, 
Never ſure was ſo odd an Example, as 


theſe two Things made, when put together, 


The firſt was very extraordinary; and how 
many young Women in the World would 


rather be married to a diſagreeable Huſband, 


than live in a State of Reproach? They know 
the Remedy is bad enough, and will coſt 
them dear; but; what fignifies that, fo 
long as the Name of Huſband hides the 
Flaws made in their Honour? But as for 
Heloiſe, ſhe was not ſo nice in this Point. 
An Exceſs of Paſsion never heard of be- 


fore, made her chuſe to be Abelard's Mi. 


Hlrels rather than his Wiſe, We ſhall ſee, 
in the Courſe of this Hiftory , how firm ſhe 


was in this Reſolution, with what Argu- 
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ments ſhe ſupported it, and how earnefily 
che perſuaded her Gallant to be of the ſame 
Mind, | 

Abelard, who was willing to loſe no 
Time, left his dear Heloiſe ſhould fall into 
her Uncle's Hands, diſguiled her in the 
Habit of a Nun, and ſent her away with 
the greateſt Diſpatch, hoping, that after 
ſhe was brought to Bed, he ſhould have 
more Leiſure to perſuade her to Marriage, 
by which they might [kreen themſelves from 
the Reproach which muit otherwiſe come 
upon them, as ſoon as the Buſineſs ſhould 
be publickly known. 

As ſoon as Heloiſe was ſet forward on 
her Journey, Abelard reſolved to make 
Fulbert a Viſit in order to appeale him, 
if polsible, and prevent the ill Effects of 
his juſt Indignation. | 

The News that Heloiſe was privately 
withdrawn, ſoon made a great Noiſe in the 
Neighbourhood; and reaching Fulbert's Ears, 
filled him with Grief and Melancholy. Be- 
fides that he had a very tender Affection 
for his Niece, and could not live without 
her, he had the utmoſt Reſentment of the 
Aﬀront which Abelard had put upon him, 
by abufing the Freedom he had allowed 
him. This fired him with ſuch implacable 
Fury, as in the End fell heavy upon our 
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Poor Lovers, and had very dreadful Con- 
- ſequences, 

When Fulbert ſaw e and heard 
from him the Reaſon why Heloiſe was with- 
drawn, never was Man in ſuch a Palsion. 
He abandoned himſelf to the utmoſt Trans- 
actions of Rage, Deſpair, and Thirſt of 
Revenge. All the Affronts, Reproaches, 
and Menaces that could be thought of were 
heaped upon Abelard; who was, poor 
Man, very palsive, and ready to make 
the Canon all the Satisfaction he was able. 
He gave him Leave to ſay what he pleaſed;and 
when he ſaw that he had tired himſelf with 
exclaiming, he took up the Diſcourſe, and 
ingenuoully confeſt his Crime. Then he 
had Recourſe to all the Prayers, Submilſ- 
ions, and Promiſes he could invent; and 
begged of him to conſider the Force of 
Love, and what Foils this Tyrant has given 
to the greateſt Men: That the Occafion of 
the preſent Misfortune was, the mot vio- 
lent Paſsion that ever was; that this Paſsion 
continued fill; and that he was ready to 
— both him and his Niece all the Satis- 

action which this Sort of Injury required. 

Win you marry her then? ſaid Fulbert, 
_ interrupting him. Yes, replied Abelard, 

if you pleaſe, and ſhe will conſent. If I 

pleale ! [aid the Canon, pauſing a little, 
X if 
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if ſhe will conſent! And do yor queſtion 
either? Upon this he was going to offer 
him his Reaſons , after his haſty Way, 
why they ſhould be, married : But Abelard 
entreated him to ſuppreſs his Paſsion a while, 
and hear what he had to offer: Which 
was, that their Marriage might for ſome 
Time be kept ſecret, No, ſays the Canon; 
the Diſhonour you have done my Niece is 
publick, and the Reparation you make her 
ſhall be ſo too. But Abelard told him, 
that fince they were to be one Family , he 
hoped he would conſider his Intereſt as his 
own. At laſt, after a great many Entrea- 
ties, Fulbert [ſeemed content it ſhould be 
as Abelard deſired, that he ſhould marry 
He loiſe after che was brought to Bed, and 


that in the mean Time the Buſinels ſhould 


be kept ſecret. 
Abelard, having given his Scholars a 


Vacation, returned into Britany, to vifit 


his defigned Spouſe, and to acquaint her 
with what had paſſed. She was not at all 
concerned at her Uncle's Diſpleaſure; but 
that which troubled her was, the Refolu- 
tion which ſhe ſaw her Lover had taken 
to marry her. She endeavoured to diſſuade 
him from it with all the Arguments ſhe 
could think of, She begun with repreſent- 


ing to him the Wrong he did himſelf in 


C 
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thinking of Marriage: That as ſhe never 
loved him but for his own Sake, ſhe pre- 
ferred his Glory, Reputation, and Intereſt 
before her own. I know my Uncle, ſaid 
ſhe , will never be pacified with any thing 
we can do: And what Honour ſhall I get 
by being your Wife, when at the ſame 
time I certainly ruin your Reputation? 
What Curſe may I not juftly fear, ſhould 
I rob the World of ſo eminent a Perſon as 
you are? What an Injury ſhall 1 do the 
Church? How much Chall 1 diſoblige the 
Learned? And what a Shame and Diſpa- 
ragement will it be to you, whom Nature 
has fitted for the Publick Good, to devote 
yourlelf entirely to a Wife? Remember 
what St. Paul lays, Art thou looſed from 
a Wife? ſeek not a Wife? If neither this 
great Man, nor the Fathers of the Church, 
can make you change your Reſolution , 
conſider at leaſt what your Philolophers ſay 
of it, Sccrates has proved, by many Ar- 
guments , that a wiſe Man ought not to 
marry. Tully put away his Wife Terentia ; 
and when Hireius offered him his Siſter in 
Marriage, he told him he deſired to be 
exculed , becaule he could never bring 
himſelf to divide his Thoughts between his 
Books and his Wife. In ſhort, ſaid ſhe, 


how can the Study of Divinity and Philo- 
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ſophy comport with the Cries of Children, 
the Songs of Nurſes, and all the Hurry of 
a Family? What an odd Sight will it be, 
to ſee Maids and Scholars, Deſks and 
Cradles, Books and Diſtaffs, Pens and 
Spindles one among another? Thoſe who 
are rich are never difturbed with the Care 
and Charges of Houſekeeping. But with 
you Scholars it is far otherwiſe. He that 
will get an Eftate muſt mind the Affairs 
of the World, and conſequently is taken 
off from the Study of Divinity and Philoſo- 
phy. Obſerve the Conduct of the wiſe Pa» 
gans in this Point, who preferred a fingle 
Life before Marriage, and be aſhamed that 
you cannot come up to them. Be''more 
careful to maintain the Character and Dig- | 
nity of a Philoſopher. Do not you know” 
that there is no Action of Life which draws 
after it ſo ſure and long a Repentance, and 
to ſo little Purpoſe? You fancy to yourſelf 
the Enjoyments you [hall have in being 
bound to me by a Bond which nothing 
but Death can break : But know, there bs 
e | 
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* Heloifſa dehortabat me a nuptiis. Nup-' 
tie non conveniunt cum philoſophia , &. i 
Oper. Abel. . 14. 
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no ſuch Thing as ſweet Chains; and there 
is a thouſand Times more Glory, Honour, 
and | Pleaſure in keeping firm to a Union 
which Love alone has eftabliſhed , which 
is ſupported by mutual Eſteem and Merit, 
and which owes. its Continuance to nothing 
but the Satisfaction of ſeeing each other 
free. Shall the Laws and Cuſtoms which 
the groſs and carnal World has invented, 
hold us together more ſurely than the Bonds 
of mutual Affection? Take my Word for 
it, you will ſee me too often, when you 
fee me every Day: you will have no Va- 
lue for my Love nor Favours, when they 
are due to you, and coſt you no Care. 
Perhaps you do not think of all this at 
preſent ; but you will think of nothing elſe 
when it will be too late. I do not take 
Notice, what the World will ſay, to ſee a 
Man in your Circumſtances get him a Wife, 
and ſo throw away your Reputation, your 
Fortune, and your Quiet. In ſhort, con- 
tinued ſhe , the Quality of Miſtreſs is a 
hundred Times more pleafing to me, than 
that of Wife. Cuſtom indeed has given a 
Dignity to this latter Name, and we are 
impoſed upon by it; but Heaven is my 
Wittnels, I had aber be Abelard's Miſ- 
trels, than lawful Wife to the Emperor of 
ihe whole World, I am very ſure I ſhall 
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always prefer your Advantage and Satis- 
faction, before my own Honour, and all 
the Reputation, Wealth, and Enjoyments, 
which the moſt ſplendid Marriage could 
bring me. Thus Heloiſe argued, and ad- 


ded a great many more Reaſons, which I 


forbear to relate , left I ſhould tire my 
Reader. It is enough for him to know, 
that they are chiefly grounded upon her 
Preference, of Love to Marriage , _ Li- 
* to Necelvity. ä 

We might therefore ſuppoſe has Heloiſe 
was afraid leſt Marriage ſhould prove the 
Tomb of Love. The Count de Buſs: , who 


palles for the Tranſlator of ſome of her 


Letters, makes this to be her Meaning, 
though cloathed in delicate Language. But 
if we examine thoſe which ſhe writ to 
Abelard after their Separation, and the 
Expreſsions ſhe uſes to put him in Mind, 
that he was indebted for the Paſsion ſhe 
had for him to nothing but Love itſelf, we 
muſt allow that ſhe had more refined No- 
tions, and that never Woman was ſo dil- 
intereſted. She loved Abelard , it is true; 
but ſhe declared, it was not his Sex that 
ſhe moſt valued in him. 

Some "Authors * ere of Opinion , that 


— 


Vs 


* Morer: Di. 


— — ‚—Ä—uſ— 


. 
= . _—_— — 
— K — — — 9 2 g 
— . — — © one nn 83 2 = — — — — — — 
— 2 I — —— 4 * — o or - — * : 2 * q * - — Y _ - - _ 
bon TONS — => — p l —— . - 
— — 7 * 4 — — * - _ - hy 
< _ — —— — Ld _ gt _ 4 — + * __ 5 — 
— — — 3 — — 1 — — _—_ T - _- 4 — 
1 _ . — 2 Aa — - * — =— _ — — 
4 * — * 8 2 ern a Es. wt — * f n 
* — ” T_T ̃ —— —— — — — 
— = My 4 
: 


8 


them by Marriage. 
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it was not an Exceſs of Love which made 


Abelard preſs Heloiſe to Marriage, but 
only to quiet his Conſcience: But how can 


any one tell his Reaſons for Marriage, 


better than he himſelf? Others ſay T, that 
if Heloiſe did really oppoſe Abelard's De- 
fign of marrying her ſo earneſtly, it was 
not becauſe ſhe thought better of Concubi- 
nage than a married Life; but becaule her 
Affection and Reſpect for her Lover, lead- 
ing her to ſeek his Honour and Advantage 
in all Things, ſhe was afraid that by mar- 
rying him, ſhe ſhould ſland between him 
and a Biſhoprick, which ſhe thought his 
Wit and Learning well deſerved. But there 
is no ſuch Thing in her Letters, nor in 
the long Account which Abelard has left 


us of the Arguments which his Miſtreſs uſed 


to diſſuade him from Marriage. Thele are 
the Faults of many Authors, who put ſuch 
Words in the Mouths of Perſons, as are 


_ moſt conformable to their own Ideas. It 


is often more adyantageous that a Woman 
ſhould leave her Lover free for Church- 
Dignities , than render him incapable of 
But is it juſt therefore 
to luppole, that Heloiſe had any ſuch Mo- 
tives? There is indeed a known Rory of a 
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Man that was poſſeſſed of a Prebend, and 
quitted it for a Wife. The Day aſter the 


3 Wedding, he ſaid to his Bride, My Dear, 


confider how palsionately I leved you, 
fince I loſt my Preferment to marry you, 
You have done a very foolilh Thing, ſaid 


che; you might have kept that, and have 


had me notwithſtanding, 

But to return to our Lovers. A modern 
Author, who well underſtood human Na- 
ture, has affirmed; * That Women by the 
Favours they grant to Men grow the fonder 
of them; but on the contrary, the Men 
grow more 4ndifferent. This is not always 
true. Abelurd was not the leſs enamoured 
with Heloiſe, after ſhe had given, him the 
utmoſt Proofs of her Love; and their Fa- 
miliarity was ſo far from having abated his 
Flame, that it ſeems all the Eloquence of 
Heloiſe could not perſuade Abelard that he 
wronged himſelf in thinking to marry her. 
He-admired the Wit, the Paſsion, and the 
Ingenuity of his Miſtreſs; but in theſe Things 
he did not come ſhort of her: He knew ſo 
well how to repreſent to her the Neceſsity 
of Marriage, the Diſcourſe which he had 
about it with Fulbert , his Rage if _ de- 
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clined it, and how dangerous it might de 
to both of them, that at laſt ſhe conſented 
to do whatever he pleaſed, but ſtill with 
an inconceivable Reluctance, which ſhewed 
that ſhe yielded for no other Reaſon , but 
the Fear of diſobliging him. | 
Abelard was willing to be near his Miſ- 
trels till ſhe was brought to Bed, which in 
a ſhort Time ſhe was of a Boy. As ſoon 
as Heloi/e was fit to go abroad, Abelard 
carried off to Paris, where they were mar- 
Aried in the moſt private Manner that could 
be, having no other Company but Ful- 
bert, and two or three particular Friends. 
However, the Wedding quickly came to 
be known. The News of it was already 
whiſpered about ; People ſoon began to 
talk of it more openly , till at laſt they 
mentioned it to the married Pair. Fulbert, 
who was lels concerned to keep his Word, 
than to cover the Reproach of his Family, 
took care to ſpread it abroad. But Heloi/e, 
who loved Abelard a thouſand Times bet- 
ter than ſhe did herſelf,/and always valued 
her dear Doctor's Honour above her own, 
denied it with the moſt ſolemn Proteſtations, 
and did all ſhe could to make the World 
believe her. She conſtantly affirmed, that 
the Reports of it were mere Slanders; that 
Abelard never propoſed any ſuch Thing; 
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and if he had, che would never have con- 
fented to it. In ſhort, ſhe denied jt. fo con- 
Rantly , and with ſuch Earnefineſs 2 that 
ſhe was generally believed, Many People 
thought, and boldly affirmed , that the. 
Doctor's Enemies had ſpread this Story on 
purpole to leſſen his Character. This Re- 
port came to Fulbert's Ears, Who, know - 


ing tbat Heloiſe was the ſole Author of M's” 


fell into ſo outrageous. a Paſsion at her, 
that aſter à thouſand Reproaches and Me- 
naces he proceeded to uſe her barbarouſly.. 
But Abelurd, who loved her never the 


worſe for being his Wife, could not Tee 


this many Days with Patience. He reſolved i 
therefore to order Matters ſo as to deliver 

her from this State of Perſecution. To this 
Purpoſe they conſulted together what Courſe 
was to be taken; and agreed, that for ſet- 
ting them both free, her from the Power | 
and Ill humour of her Uncle, and him 
from the perſecuting Reports which went 
about of him, Heloſſe ſhould retire into. a 
Convent, where ſhe ſhould take the Habit 
of a Nun, all but the Veil, that ſo ſhe 
might eaſily come out again, when they 
ſhould-have a more favourable Opportunity. 
This Defign was propoſed, approved, and 
executed, almoſt at the ſame Time. By 
this Means they effectually put a Stop to 
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all Reports about their Marriage. But the 
Canon was too dangerous a Perſon to be 
admitted to this Conſultation; he would 
never haye agreed to their Propoſal; nor 
could he hear of it without the utmoſt Rage, 
It was then that he conceived a new Dehire 
of Revenge, which he purſued till he had 
Executed it in the moſt cruel Manner ima- 
ginable. This Retreat of Heloi/e gave him 
the more lenfible Affliction, becauſe ſhe 
was ſo far from covering her own Repu- 
tation, that ſhe compleated his Shame, 
He confidered it as Abelard's Contrivance , 
and a freſh Inſtance of his perfidious Deal- 
ing towards him. And this Reflection put 
him upon ſtudying how to be revenged on 
them both at one Stroke ; which, aiming 
at the Root of the Miſchief, ſhould for 
ever diſable them from offending again. 
While this Plot was in Agitation, the 
Lovers, who were not apt to trouble their 
Heads about what might happen, ſpent 
their Time in the moſt agreeable Manner 
that could be. Abelard could not live long 
without a Sight of his dear Wife, He 
made her frequent Viſits in the Convent of 
Argenteuil, to which ſhe was retired. The 
Nuns of this Abby enjoyed a very free 
kind of Life ; The Grates and Parlours were 
open enough, As for Helogſe, ſhe had 
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ſuch excellent Qualifications, as made the 
good Siſters very fond of her, and extreme-' 
ly pleaſed that they had ſuch an amiable 
Companion. And as they were not igno- 
rant what Reports there were abroad, that 
ſhe was married to the famous Abelard, 
( though ſhe denied it to the laſt) the moſt 
diſcerning among them, - obſerving the fre- 
quent Viſits of the Doctor, eaſily imagined 
that ſhe had Reaſons for keeping herſelf 
private, and ſo they took her Cale into 
Confideration, and expreſſed a wonderful 
Compalsion for her Misfortunes. 

Some of them, whom Heloiſe loved above 
the reſt, and in whom [he put great Con- 
fidence, were not a little aiding and alsiſt- 
ing in the private Interviews which ſhe had 
with Abelard, and in giving him Opportu- 
nities to enter the Convent. The amorous 
Doctor made the beſt Uſe of every Thing: 
The Habit which Heloiſe wore ; the Place 
where he was to ſee her; the Times and 
Seaſons proper for his Viſit; the Stratagems 
which muſt be uſed to facilitate his Entrance, 
and carry him undiſcovered to Heloiſe's 
Chamber; the Difficulties they met with ; 
the Reaſons they had for not letting it be 
known who they were; and the Fear they 
were in of being taken together; All this 
gave their Amours an Air of Novelty, aud 
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added to their lawful Embraces all the Taſte 
of ſtolen Delights. 

Theſe Exceſles had then their Charms, 
but in the End had fatal Conſequences : 
The furious Canon perſiſting in his Deſign 
of being revenged dn Abelard, notwithſtand- 
ing his Marriage with his Niece , found 
Means to corrupt a Domeſtick of the unfor- 
tunate Doctor, who gave Admittance into 
his Maſter's. Chamber to ſome Aſſaſsins hired 
by Fulbert , who ſeized him in his Sleep, 
and cruelly A ee him of his Manhood, 
but not his Life. The Servant and his 
Accomplices fled for it; the wreiched Abe- 
lard raiſed fuch terrible Outeries, that the 
People in the Houſe and the Neighbours 
being alarmed, haftened to him, and gave 
bim ſuch ſpeedy Aſsiftance , that he was 
ſoon. out. of a Condition of fearing Death, 

The News of this Accident made a great 
Noiſe , -and its Singularity raiſed the Cu- 
riofity of Abundance of Perſons, who came 
the next Day, as in Procelsion, to lee, 
to lament, and comfort him. His Scholars 

loudly bewailed his Misfortune, and the 
Women diſtinguiſhed themſelves upon this 
Occaſion, by extraordinary Marks of Ten- 
derneſs; And it is probable, among the 
great Number of Ladies which pitied Abe- 
lard , there were ſome with whom he had 
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been very intimate; For his Philoſophy 
did not make him ſcrupulous enough to 
eſteem every ſmall Infidelity a” Crime, 
when it did not leſſen his conſtant Love 
of Heloiſe. | 


This Action of Fulbert was too tragical 


to pals unpuniſhed ; the traiterons Servant 


and one of the Aſlaſsins were ſeized, and 
condemned to loſe their Eyes, and to ſuffer 
what they had done to Abelard. But Futl- 
dert denying he had any Share in the Action, 
faved himſelf from the Puniſhment , with the 
Loſs only of his Benefices. This Sentence 
did not ſatisfy Abelard; he made his Com- 
plaint to no Purpoſe to the Biſhop and 
Canons, and if he had made a Remon- 
ſtrance at Rome, where he once had a 
Deſign of carrying the Matter, it is probable 
he would have had no better Succeſs. It 
requires too much Money to gain a Cauſe 
there. One Foulques, Prior of Deuil, au 
intimate Friend of Abelard, wrote thus to 
him upon the Occaſion of his Misfortune. 
* If you appeal to the Pope, without 


bringing an immenſe Sum of Money, it 


will be uſeleſs ; nothing can ſatisfy the in- 
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Nis Letter is extant in Latin in 
Abelard's Works. 


38 The HISTORY. of 


finite Avarice and Luxury of the Romans. 
T queſtion if you have enough for ſuch an 
Undertaking ; and if you attempt it, no- 
thing will perhaps remain but the Vexution 
of having flung away ſo much Money. 
They who go to Rome without large Sums 
to ſquander away, will return juſt as they 
went, the Expence of their Journey only 
excepted, But fince I am upon Foulques's 
Letter, which is too extraordinary to be 
paſſed over in Silence, I ſhall give the 


Reader ſome of its more remarkable Paſ- 


ſages, adding ſome Reflections which may 
make him Amends for the Trouble of a 
new Digreſsion, 


This Friend of Abelard lays before him 


many Advantages which might be drawn 
from his Misfortune, He tells him, his ex- 
traordinary Talents, Subtilty, Eloquence, 
and Learning, had drawn from all Parts 
an incredible Number of Auditors, and ſo 
flled him with exceſsive Vanity : He hints 
gently at another Thing , which contributed 
not a little towards making him proud ; 
namely, that the Women continually fol- 
lowed him, and. gloried in drawing him 
into their Snares. This Misfortune therefore 
would cure him of his Pride, and free him 
from thoſe Snares of Women which had 
reduced him eyen to Indigence , though his 
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Profeision got him à large Revenue; and 
now he would never impoveriſh himſelf by 
his Galantries. . 
Heloiſe herſelf in ſome Paſſages of her 
Letters ſays, that there was neither Maid 
nor Wife *, who in Abelard's Abſence did 
not form Delires for him, and in his Pre- 
ſence was not inflamed with Love: That 
Queens themſelves and Ladies of the firſt 
Quality envied the Pleaſures ſhe enjoyed 
with him. But we are not to take theſe 
Words of Heloiſe in a ſtrict Senſe ; becaule 
as ſhe loved Abelard to Madneſs, ſo ſhe 
imagined every one elle did. Beſides that, 
Report to be ſure had added to the Truth. 
It is not at all probable that a Man of 
Abelard's Senſe, and who, according to 
all Appearance , palsionately loved his 
Wife, ſhould not be able to contain him- 
ſelf in ſome Bounds , but ſhould ſquander 
away all his Money upon Miſtreſſes, even 
to the not reſerving what was ſufficient to 


— 
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* Oue conjugata, que Virgo non con- 
cupiſcebat abſentem, & non exardeſcebat 
in preſentem? Qua Regina, vel prepotens 
Femina Gaudiis meis non invidebat vel 
Thalamis ? | 
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provide for his Neceſsities. Foulques owns 
that he ſpeaks only upon Hear-ſay, and in 
that no doubt Envy and 9 had their | 
Part. 

Foulques tells kim beſides „ that the Am- 
putation of a Part of his Body, of which 
he made ſuch ill Uſe, would ſuppreſs at 
the ſame Time a great many troubleſome 
'Paſsions, and procure him the Liberty of 
reflecting on himſelf, inftead of being hur- 
ried to and fro by his Paſsions ; his Me- 
ditations would be no more interrupted by 
the Emotions of the Fleſh , and therefore 
he would be more ſucceſsful in diſcovering 
the Secrets of Nature, He reckons it as a 
great Advantage to him, that he would no 
more be the Terror of Huſbands, and might 
now lodge any where without being ſul- 
pected ; and forgets not to acquaint him, 
he might converſe with the finet Women 
without any Fear of thoſe Temptations 
which ſometimes overpower even Age itſelf, 
upon the Sight of ſuch Objects. And laſtly, 
he would have the Happineſs of being ex- 
empt from the Illufions of Sleep ; ; which 
Exemption „according to him, is a peculiar 
Bleſsing, 

It was with Reaſon that Foulques reckons 
all theſe as Advantages very extraordinary 
in the Life of an Kecleſiaſlick; it is ealy to 

obſerye 
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ebſerve that, to a Perſon who devotes him- 
ſelf to Continence, nothing can be more 
happy than to be inſenſible to Beauty and 
Love; for they who cannot maintain their 
Chaſtity, but by continual Combats, are 
very unhappy : The Life of ſuch Perſons 
is unealy , their State always doubtful. 
They but too much feel the Trouble of 
their Warfare, and if they come off victo- 
rious in an Engagement, it is often with a 
great many Wounds, Even ſuch of them 
as in a retired Life. are at the greateſt Diſ- 
tance from Temptations ', by continually 


firuggling with their Inclinations , and ſet- 


ting Barriers againſt the Irruptions of the 
Fleſh, are in a miſerable Condition, Their 


Entrenchments are often forced; and their 


Conſcience filled with Sorrow and Anxiety. 
What Progrels might one make in the Ways 
of Virtue, who. is not obliged to fight an 
Enemy for every Foot of Ground ? Had 
Abelard's Misfortune made him indeed ſuch 
as Foulques [uppoled, we ſhould fee him 


in his Letters expreſs his Motives of Com- 


fort with a better Grace. But though he 

now was in a Condition not able to ſatisfy 

a Paſsion by which he had ſuffered ſo much, 

yet was he not inſenfible at the Sight of 

thoſe Objects which once gave him ſo much 

Plealure, Ibis Diſcourſe therefore of Foul. 
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ques , far from comforting Abelard in his 
Affliction, ſeems capable of producing the 
contrary Effect; and it is aftoniſhing if 
.Abelard did not take it ſo, and think he 
rather inſulted him, and conſequently re- 
ſent it. 

As to Dreams, St. Aufiin informs us of 
the: Advantage Foulques tells his Friend he 
had gained. St. Auſtin implores the Grace 
of God to deliver him from this Sort of 
Weakneſs, and ſays he gave Conſent to 
thoſe Things in his Sleep which he ſhould 
abominate awake , and laments exceedingly 
ſo great a remaining Weaknels. 

But let us go on with this charitable 
Friend's Letter ; it hath too near a Relation 
to this Hiſtory, to leave any Part of it un- 
touched. Matrimonial Functions (continues 
Foulques) and the Cares of a Family, 
will not now hinder your Application to 
pleaſe God. And what a Happiness is it, 
not to be in a Capacity of finning ? And 
then he brings the Examples of St. Origen, 
and other Martyrs, who rejoice now in 
Heaven , for their being upon Earth in the 
ſame Condition Abelard laments. As if 
the Impolsibility of committing a Sin could 
ſecure any one from defiring to do it. But 
one of his greateſt Motives of Comfort, 


and one upon which he infiſts the moſt is, 
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becauſe his Misfortune is irreparable. This 
is indeed true in Fact, but the Conſequence 
of his Reaſoning is not ſo certain: Afflic 
not yourſelf (ſays he) becauſe your Mis- 
fortune is of ſuch a Nature as is never ts 
be repaired, 

It muſt be owned that the general To- 8 
picks of Conſolation have two Faces, and 
may therefore be confidered very differently, 
even ſo as to ſeem Arguments for Sorrow. 
As for Inſtance, one might argue very juftly, 
that a Mother ſhould not yield too much 
to Grief upon the Loſs of a Son, becauſe 
her Tears are unavailable, and though ſhe 
ſhould kill herſelf with Sorrow, ſhe can 
never by theſe Means bring her Son to Life. 
Yet this very Thing, that all ſhe can do is 
uſeleſs, is the main Occaſion of her Grief; 
ſhe could bear it patiently , could ſhe any 
Way retrieve her Loſs. When Solon la- 
mented the Death of his Son, and ſome 
Friend by way of Comfort told him, his 
Tears were inſignificant , that, ſaid he 5 
is the very Reaſon why TI weep. 

But Foulques argues much better after- 
wards ; he ſays, Abelard did not ſuffer 
this in the Commilsion of any ill Ac, but 
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ſleeping peaceably in his Bed. That is, 
he was not eaught in any open F act, ſuch 
as has coſt others the like Loſs. This is, 
indeed, a much better Topick than the 
former, though it muſt be allowed that 
Abelard had drawn this Misfortune on him- 
ſelf by a Crime as bad as Adultery; yet 
the Fault was over, and he had made all 
the Reparation which was in his Power, 
and when they maimed him, he thought 
no Harm to any Body. 

Abelard's Friend makes uſe likewiſe of 
other conſolatory Reaſons in his Letter, 
and repreſents to him, after a yery mo- 
ving Manner , the Part which the Biſhop 
and Canon, and all the Ecclefiafticks of Pa- 
| ris, took in his Diſgrace, and the Mourn- 
ing there was among the Inhabitants, and 
eſpecially the Women , upon this Occafion, 
But in this Article of Conſolation how 
comes it to pals that he makes no Mention 
of Heloiſe? This ought n6t to appear firange ; 
ſhe was the moſt injured , and there- 
fore queſtionleſs her Sorrows were ſuffici- 
ently known to him; and it would be no 
News to tell the Huſband that his Wife 
was in the utmoſt Affliction for him. For 
as we obſerved before, though ſhe was in 
a Convent, ſhe had not renounced her 
Huſband ; and thole frequent Viſits he made 
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her were not ſpent in reading Homilies, 
But let us make an End of our Reflections 
on Foulgues's curious Letter. Foulgues, 
aſter adviſing Abelard not to tink of carry- 
ing the Matter before the Pope, by allu- 
ring him that it required too great Expence 
to obtain any Satisfaction at that Court, 
concludes all with this laſt Motive of Con- 
ſolation , that the imagined Happinels he 
had loft was always accompanied with Abun- 
dance of Vexation; but if he perſevered in 
his Spirit of Reſignation , he would without 
Doubt at the laſt Day obtain that Juftice 
he had now failed of. Tis great Pity we 
have not. Abelard's Anſwer to, this delicate 
Letter, the Matter then would look like 
one of Job's Dialogues, with his Friends. 
Abzlard would generally. have enough to 
reply, and Foulques would often be but a 
ſorry Comforter, However it is certain this 
Letter was of ſome Weight with Abelard , 
for we find afterwards he never thought of 
making a Voyage to Rome. Reſolved to 
bear his calamity patiently, he left to God 


the avenging of the cruel and ſhameful Ab- 
uſe he had ſuffered. 


But let us return to Heloiſe. 'Tis pro- 
bable her Friends of the Convent of Ar- 
gentueil concealed ſo heavy a Misfortune 
from her for ſome Time; but at laſi ſhe 
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heard the fatal News: Though the Rage 
and Fury of her Uncle threatened her long 
fince with ſome Puniſhment ,' yet could 
ihe never ſuſpe& any thing of this Nature, 
It will be ſaying too little to tell the Read-. 
er (he felt all the Shame and Sorrow that 
is poſſible. She only can expreſs thoſe 
violent Emotions of her _ n * yer 
vere an Occafion. 

If all Probability this Misfortune of ey 
lard would have been a thorough Cure of 
her Paſsion , if we might argue from like 
Caſes: but there is no Rule ſo general as 
not to admit of ſome Exceptions; and He- 
loiſe's Love upon this ſevere Tryal proved 
like Queen Stratonice's, who was not leſs 
palsionate for her Favourite Combabus £ 
when [he diſcovered his ene that 
ſhe had been' before. 

Shame and Sorrow had no leſs ſeized 
Abelard than Heloiſe , nor dared he' ever 
after appear in the World. So that he re- 
folved , immediately upon his Cure, to 
baniſh himſelf from the Sight of Men, and 
hide himſelf in the Darkneſs of Monafiick 
Life ; avoiding all Converſation with any 
Kind of Perſons, excepting his dear Heloiſe, 
by whoſe Company he endeavoured to com- 
fort himſelf; but ſhe at laſt reſolved to 
follow his Example, and continue for ever 
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in the Convent of Argentueil, where ſhe 
was. Abelard himſelf confeſſes that Shame, 
rather than Devotion, had made him take 
the Habit of a Monk; and that it was 
Jealouly , more than Love, which engaged 
him to perſuade Heloiſe to be profeſſed be- 
fore he had made his Vow, The Letters 
which follow this Hiftory will inform us 
after what Manner and with what Reſolu- 
tion they ſeparated. Heloiſe in the twenty- 
fecond Year of her Age generouſly quitted 
the World, and renounced all thoſe Plea» 
ſures ſhe might reaſonably have promiſed 
herſelf; to ſacrifice herſelf entirely to the 
Fidelity and Obedience [he owed her Huſ- 
band, and to procure him that Eaſe of 
Mind which he ſaid he could no r ways 
hope for. 

Time making Abelard's Misfortane fa- 
miliar to him, he now entertained Thoughts 
of Ambition, and of ſupporting the Repu - 
tation he had gained of the moſt learned 
Man of the Age. He began with explain» 
ing the Acts of the Apofiles to the Monks 
of the Monaſtery of St. Dennis, to which 
he had retired ; but the Diſorders of the 
Abby, and the Debauches of the Abbot, 
which , equally with his Dignity , were 
ſuperior to thoſe of the fimple Monks, 
quickly droye him thence, He had made 
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himſelf uneaſy to them, by cenſuring their 
Irregularity. They were glad to part with 
him, and he to leave them. | 

As [oon as he had obtained leave of the 
Abbot, he retired to Thibaud in Champain, 
where he let up a School; perſuading hin- 
ſelf that his Reputation would bring him a 
great Number, of Scholars. And indeed 
they flocked to him, not only from the 
moſt diſtant Provinces of France, but alſo 
from Rome, Spain, England, and Ger- 
many , in ſuch Numbers that the Towns 
could not provide Accommodation, nor the 
Country Proviſions enough for them“. But 
Abelard did not foreſee that this Succels 
and Reputation would at the ſame Time 
occalion him new Troubles. He had made 
- himſelf two conſiderable Enemies at Laon, 
Alberick of Rheims, and Lotulf of Lom- 
bardy z who as ſoon as they perceived 
how prejudicial his Reputation was to their 
Schools, ſought all Occaſions to ruin him: 
and thought they had a lucky Handle to 


do 
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* Ad quas Scholas tanta Scholarium 
multitudo confluxit, ut nec locus Hoſpi- 


tis, nec terra ſufficeret Alimentis, Abel. 
Oper, p. 19, e 
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do ſo from a Book of his entitled the » My. 
flery of the Trinity ; this they pretended 
was heretical , and through the Archbiſhop's 
Means they procured a Council at Soifſors 
in the Year 1121 ; and without ſuffering 
Abelard to make any Defence , ordered his 
Book to be burnt by his own Hands, and 
himſelf to be confined to the Convent of 
St. Medard. This Sentence gave him ſuch 
Grief, that he ſays himſelf the unhappy 
Fate of his Writings touched him more 
ſenfibly than the Misfortune he had fuffered 
through Fulbert's Means, Nor was it only 
his fatherly Concern for his own Produc- 
tions, but the indelible Mark of Hereſy 
which by this Means was fixed on him, 
which ſo exceedingly troubled him. 

That the curious Reader may have a 
compleat Knowledge of this Matter, I ſhall 
here give an Account of that pretended He- 
reſy which was imputed to Abelard. The 
Occaſion -of his Writing this Book was, 
that his Scholars demanded * Philoſophical 
Arguments on that Subject; often urging 
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* Humanas & philoſophicas rationes re- 
quirebant , & plus que intelligi, quam 
gue dici poſſent efflagitabant, Abel. Op. 
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that it was impolsible to believe what was 


not underfiood ; that it was to abuſe the 


World to preach a Doctrine, equally unin- 
telligible to the Speaker, and Auditor ; and 
that it was for the Blind to lead the Blind. 
Theſe: young Men were certainly inclined 
| to Sabelliniſm., Abelard's Enemies however 
did not accuſe him of falling into this, but 
another Hereſy as bad, Tritheiſm , though 
indeed he was equally fro from both ; he 
explained the Unity of the Godhead by 
Compariſons drawn from human Things , 
but according to a Paſlage of St. Bernard f. 
one of his greatefi Enemies, he ſeemed to 
hold that no one ought to believe what he 
could not give a Reaſon for, However, 
Abelard's Treatiſe upon this Subject pleaſed 
every one, except thoſe of his own Pro- 
felsion , who, fiung with Envy that he 
ſhould find out Explanations which they 
could not bave thought of, raiſed ſuch a 
Cry of Herely upon him, that he and ſome 
of his Scholars had like to have been 
foned * by the Mob. By their powerful Ca- 


7 Bernardi Bock, 290. 
fta me in Clero & Populo di fans. 
verunt , ut pene me populos paucoſque qui 
| adve- 
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bals they prevailed with Conan Biſhop of 
Freneſte, the Pope's Legate, who was Pre- 
fident of the Council , to condemn his 
Book, pretending , that he aſſerted three 
Gods, which they might eafily ſuggeſt, 
when he was ſuffered to make no Defence. 
'Tis certain he was very orthodox in the 
Doctrine of the Trinity; and all this Pro- 
cels againſt him was ouly occafioned by the 
Malice of his Enemies. His logical Com- 
pariſon (and Logic was his Maſter - piece) 
proved rather the three Divine Perſons One, 
than multiplied the Divine Nature into 
Three. His Compariſon is , that as the 
three Propofitions F in a Sylogiſm are but 
one Truth , ſo the Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghoſt are but one Eſſence. And tis cer- 
E 2 
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advenerant eæ · Diſeipulis nofiris prima Die 
nofiri adventus lapidarent ; dicentes me 
tres Deos predicare & ſcripfiſſe , ficut ipfis 
perſuaſum fuerat. Abel, Op. p. 20. 

T Sicut eadem oratio eft , propofitio, 
aſſumptio & concluſio, ita eadem E/Jentia 

eft Pater, Filius & bel Sanctus, Abel, 
bk p. 20, 
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tain the Inconveniences which may be drawn 
from this Parallel are not more than what 
may be drawn from the Compariſon of the 
three Dimenfons of Solids, ſo much in- 
Gfied on by that famous orthodox Mathe- 
matician, Dr. Wallis of England, But 
great Numbers of pious and learned Divi- 
nes, who have not been over ſubtle in Po- 
liticks, have been perſecuted and condemned 
as well as Abelard , by the Ignorance and 
Malice of their caballing Brethren. 

A little after his Condemnation , Abelard 
was ordered to return to St. Dennis. The 
Liberty he had taken to cenſure the vi- 
cious Lives of the Monks had railed him a 
great many Enemies. Among thele was St. 
Bernard, not upon the ſame Motives as 
thoſe Monks, but becauſe Abelard's great 
Wit, joined with ſo looſe and ſenſual a 
Life, gave him Jealouſy, who thought it 
impolsible the Heart ſhould be defiled with- 
- out the Head being likewiſe tainted. 

Scarce had he returned to St. Dennis, 
when one Day he dropt fome Words, in- 
timating he did not believe that the St. 
Dennis their Patron was the Areopagite 
mentioned in the Scripture, there being no 
Probability that he ever was in Fance. 
This was immediately carried to the Abbot, 
who was full of Joy, that he had now a 
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Handle to heighten the Accuſations' of He 
reſy againſt him with ſome Crime againſt 
the State; a Method frequently uſed by 
this Sort of Gentlemen to make ſure their 
Revenge, In thoſe Times too the contra- 
dicting the Notions of the Monks was 
enough to prove a Man an Atheiſt, Heretick, 
Rebel, or any thing: Learning ſignified 


nothing. If any one of a clearer Head and 


larger Capacity had the Misfortune to be 
ſuſpeted of Novelty, there was no Way 


ro avoid the general Perſecution of the 


Monks , but voluntarily baniſhing himſelf. 
The Abbot immediately aſſembled all the 
Houle, and declared he would deliver up 
to the ſecular Power a Perſon who had 
dared to reflect upon the Honour of the 
Kingdom and of the Crown. Abelard very 
rightly judging that ſuch Threatnings were 
not to be deſpiſed, fled by Night to Cham- 


pain, to a Cloiſter of the Monks of Trozes, 


and there patiently waited till the Storm 
ſhould be over, After the Death of this 
Abbot, which, very luckily for him, hap- 
pened ſoon after his Flight, he obtained 
Leave to live where he pleaſed, though it 
was not without uſing ſome Cunning. . He 
knew the Monks of ſo rich a Houſe had 
fallen into great Exceſſes, and were very 
oknoxious to the Court, who would not 
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fail to make their Profit of it: He therefore 
procured it ſhould be repreſented to the 
Council, as very diſadvantageous to his 
Majeſty's Intereſt, that a Perſon who was 
continually cenſuring the Lives of his Breth- 
ren ſhould continue any longer with them. 
This was immediately underſtood, and 
Orders given to ſome great Man at Court 
to demand of the Abbot and Monks, why 
they kept a Perſon in their Houſe whole 
Conduct was [ſo diſagreeable to them, and, 
far from being an Ornament to the Society, 
was a continual Vexation, by publiſhing 
their Faults ? This being very opportunely 
moved to the new Abbot, he gave Abe- 
lard Leave to retire to what Cloiſter he 
pleaſed. 

Abelard, who had indeed all the Qua- 
lities which make a great Man, cbuld not 
however bear, without repining, the nu- 
merous Misfortunes with which he ſaw him- 
ſelf embaraſſed, and had frequent Thoughts 
of publiſhing a Manifeſto to juſtify himſelf 
from the ſcandalous Imputations his Ene- 
mies had laid upon him, and to undeceive 
thole whom their Malice had prejudiced 
againſt him. But upon cooler Thoughts, 
he determined that it was better to ſay 
nothing , and to ſhew them by his Silence 
how unworthy he thenght them of his Anger. 
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Thus being rather enraged than troubled 
at the Injuries he had ſuffered, he reſolved 
to found a new Society conſiſting chiefly of 
Monks. To this Purpoſe he choſe a Soli- 
tude in the Dioceſe of Trotes, and upon 
ſome Ground which was given him by Per- 
miſsion of the Biſhop, he built a little 
Houſe, and a Chapel, which he dedicated 
to the moſt Holy Trinity. 

Men of Learning were then ſcarce, and 
the Deſire of Science was beginning to 
ſpread itſelf, Our Exile was enquired aftet 
and found, Scholars erowded to him from 
all Parts; They built little Huts, and were 
very liberal to their Maſter for his Lectures; 
content to live on Herbs and Roots and 
Water , that they might have the Advan- 


tage of Learning from ſo extraordinary a 


Man ; and with great Zeal they enlarged 
the Chapel, building that and their Pro- 
feſlor's Houſe with Wood and Stone, 
Upon this Occafion , Abelard , to con- 
tinue the Memory of the Comfort he had 
received in this Deſart, dedicated his new- 
built Chapel to the Holy Ghoſt, by the 
Name of the Faraclete or Comforter. The 
Envy of Alberic and Lotulf, which had 
long fince perſecuted him , was firangely 
revived, upon ſeeing ſo many Scholars flock 
to him from all Parts, nothwithſtanding 
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the Inconveniences of the Place, and in 
Contempt of the Maſters who might ſo com- 
modiouſly have been found in the Towns 
and Cities. | 
They now more than ever ſought Occa- 
fions to trouble him ; the Name of Para- 
clete furniſhed them with one; they gave 
out that this Novelty was a Conſequence 
of his former Herely, and that it was no 
more lawful to dedicate Churches to the 
Holy Ghoſt, than to God the Father ; That 
this Title was a ſubtle Art of inſtilling that 
Poiſon which he durſt not ſpread openly; 
and a Coulequence of his heretical Doarine, 
which had been condemned already by a 
Council. This Report raiſed a great Cla- 
mour among Numbers of People, whom his 
Enemies employed from all Sides. But the 
Perſecution grew more terrible when St. 
Bernard and St. Norbet declared againſt 
him, two great Zealots, fired with the 
Spirit of Reformation, and who declared 
themſelves Reftorers of the primitive Diſei- 
pline , and bad wonderfully gained upon 
the Affections of the Populace. They ſpread 
ſuch Scandal againft him, that they preju- 
diced his principal Friends » and forced 
| thoſe who Kill loved him, not tho ſhew 
1 any ways; and upon theſs Accounts 


made his Life ſp bitter to him that he was 
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upon the Point of leaving Chriſtendom 
But his Unhappineſs would not let him de 
a Thing which might have procured bis 
Eaſe; but made him ſtill continue with 
Chriſtians, and with Monks (as himſelf ekx 
* it) worſe than Heathens oe / 

The Duke of Britany , — of his 
Misfortunes, and of the Barbarity of his 
Enemies, named him to the Abby de St. 
Guildas in the Dioceſe of Vannes, at the 
Defire of the Monks, who kad already 
elected him for their Superior. Here he 
thought he had found a Refuge from the 
Rage of his Enemies, but in Reality he 
had only changed one Trouble for another. 
The profligate Lives of the Monks, and 
the Arbitrarineſs of a Lord, who had de- 
| Prived them of the greater Part of their 
Rovenurss ſo that they were obliged to 
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*Sæpe autem ( Deus ſeit) in tantam 
lauſus ſum deſperationem ut Chriftianorum 
finibus exceſſis , ad Gentes tranſire diſpo- 
nerem, atque ibi quiete ſub quacungue kri- 
buti pactione inter inimicos Chriſti chri- 
tian vivere. Abel. Op. p. 32. 


f Incedi in Chriflianos atque Monachos 
Gentibus longe ſeviores atque pejores. Ibid, 
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maintain their Mifireſſes and Children at 
their own private Expence, occaſioned him 
a thouſand Vexations and Dangers, They 
ſeveral Times endeavoured to poiſon him 
in his ordinary Diet, but proving unſue- 
celsful that Way, they tried to do it in 
the Holy Sacrament. Excommunications , 
with which he threatened the moſt mu- 
tinous , did not at all abate the Diſorder ; 
he now feared the Poniard more than Poi- 
lon, and compared his Caſe to his whom 
the Tyrant of Syracuſe cauſed to be ſeated 
at his Table, with a Sword hanging over 
him faſtened ny by a Thread. 

Whilſt Abelard thus ſuffered in his Abby 
by his Monks; the Nuns of Argenteuil, 
of whom Heloiſe was Prioreſs , grew ſe 
licentious , that Sugger Abbot of St. Dennis 
taking Advantage of their Irregularities , 
got Polleſsion of their Monaſtery. He lent 
the original Writings to Rome, and having 
obtained the Anſwer, he defired, he ex- 
pelled the Nuns, and eſtabliſhed in their 
Place Monks of his Order, 

Some cenſorious People upon reading 
this Paſlage will be apt to entertain ſtrong 
Sulpicions of Heloiſe; and judge it probable - 
that a Governor does not behave well, 
when Diſfoluteneſs is known to reign in 


the Society. I have never read that ſhe 
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was included by Name in the general 
Scandal of the Society, and therefore am 
cautious not to bring any Accuſations againſt 
her. Our Saviour ſays, No one hath con- 
demned thee , neither do I condemn thee. 

' Heloiſe, at her Departure from the Con- 
vent of Argentouil, applied to her Huſband; 
who, by Permiſsion of the Biſhop of Trotes, 
gave her the Houſe and Chapel of the Pte. 
raclete, with its Appendages ; and placing 
there ſome Nuns, founded a Nunnery. 
Pope Innocent II. confirmed this Donation 
in the Year 1131. This in the Origin of 
the Abby of the Paraclete, of which He- 
loiſe was the firſt Abbeſs. Whatever her 
Conduct was among the licentious Nuns of 
Argentueil, tis certain Che lived ſo regular 
in this her new and laſt Retreat, and be- 
haved herſelf with that Prudence, Zeal, 
and Piety, that ſhe won the Hearts of all 
the World, and in a (mall Time had 
Abundance of Donations, Abelard him- 
ſelf ſays, ſhe had more in one Year, than 
he could have expected in all his Life, had 
he lived there. The Biſhops loved her as 
their Child, the Abbeſſes as their Siſter, 
and the World as their Mother. It muft 
be owned fome Women have had wonder- 
ful Talents for exciting Chriftian Charity. 
The Abeſſes who ſucceeded Heloiſe have 
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often been of the greateſt Families in the 
Kingdom. There is a Liſt of them in the 
Notes of Andreu du Chene upon Abelard's 
Works, from the Time of the Foundation 
in 1130. 10 1615; but he has not thought 
fit to take Notice of Jane Chabot, who 
died the 25th of June 1593, and profeſſed 
the Proteſtant Religion, yet without marry- 
ing, or quitting her Habit, though ſhe was 
driven from her Abby. 

: After Abelard had ſettled Heloiſe here, 
he made frequent Journeys from Britany 
to Champain, to take Care of the Intereſt 
of this rifing Houſe, and to 'eaſe himſelf 
from the Vexations of his own Abby. But 
Slander ſo perpetually followed this un- 
happy Man, that though his preſent Con- 
dition was univerſally known, he was re- 
proached with a remaining voluptuous Paſ- 
fion for his former Miſtreſs. He complains 
of his hard Uſage in one of his Letters; 
but comforts himſelf by the Example of St. 
Jerom , whole Friendſhip with Paula occa- 


fioned Scandal too; and thought he entire. © 


ly confuted their Calumny , by remarking 
that even the moſt jealous commit their 
Wives to the Cuſtody of Eunuchs, 

The Thing which gives the greateſt Handle 
to ſulpe& Heloiſe's Prudence, and that Abe- 
{ard did not think himſelf ſafe with her, 
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is his making a Reſolution to ſeparate him- 
ſelf for ever from her. During his being 
employed in eftabliſhing this new Nunnery, 
and in ordering their Aﬀairs, as well Tem- 
poral as Spiritual, he was diligent in per- 
ſuading her by frequent and pious Admo- 
nitions to ſuch a Separation; and inſiſted 
that in order to make their Retirement and 
Penitence more profitable, it was abſolute- 


ly neceſſary they ſhould ferioufly endea- 


vour to forget each other, and for the fu- 
ture think of nothing but God, When he 


had given her Direction for her own Con- 


duct, and Rules for the Management of 
the Nuns, he took his laſt Leave of her 


and returned to his Abby in Britany , 


where he continued a long Time without 
her hearing any Mention of him. 

By Chance a Letter he wrote to one of 
his Friends to comſort him under ſome 
Dilgraces, wherein he had given him a 
long Account of all the Perſecutions he 
himſelf had ſuffered, fell into Heloiſe's 
Hands. She knew by the Superſeription 
from whom it came, and her Curiofity 
made her open it; the reading the Par- 
ticulars. of a Story ſhe was ſo much con- 
eerned in renewed all her Paſsion, and ſhe 
hence took an Occafion to write to him, 


complaining of his long Silence, - Abelard 
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could not forbear anſwering her; this oc- 
calioned the ſeveral Letters between them 
which follow this Hiſtory; and in theſe we 
may oblerve how high a Woman is capa- 
ble of railing the Sentiments of her Heart, 
when poſſeſſed of a great deal of Wit and 
Learning, as well as a moſt violent Love. 

I ſhall not tire the Reader with any 
further Reflections on the Letters of thele 
_ two Lovers, but leave them entirely te his 
own Judgment: only remarking , that he 
ought not to be ſurpriſed to find Heloiſe's 
more tender, palsionate, and exprelsive 
than thole of Abelard : She was younger, 
and conlequentty more ardent than he. 
The lad Condition he was in had not al. 
tered her Love. Beſides, ſhe retired only 
in Complaiſance to a Man ſhe blindly 
yielded to; and, reſolved to preſerve her 
Fidelity inviolable , ſhe firove to conquer 
her Defires, and make a Virtue of Ne- 
ceſsity. But the Weaknels of her Sex con- 
tinually returned, and ſhe felt the Force of 
Love in Spite of all Refiftance. It was not 
the ſame with Abelard; for though it was 
a Miſtake to think, that by not being in 
a Condition of ſatisfying his Paſsion , he 
was, as Heloiſe imagined, wholly deli- 
vered from the Thorn of Senſuality; yet 
he was truly ſorry for the Diſorders of his 
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paſt Life, he was fincerely penitent, and 
therefore his Letters are leſs violent and 
palsionate than thoſe of Heloiſe. 

About Ten Years after Abelzrd had re- 
tired to his Abby, where Study was his 
chief Buſineſs; his Enemies, who had re- 
folved to perſecute him to the laſt, were 
careful not to let him enjoy the Eaſe of 
Retirement: They thought he was not ſuf- 
ficiently plagued with his Monks, and 
therefore brought à new Proceſs of Hereſy 
againſt him before the Archbiſhop of Sens. 
He deſired he might have the Liberty of 
defending his Doctrine before a publick 
Aſſembly, and it was granted him. Upon 
this Account the Council. of Sens was al- 
fembled, in which Louis the VIIth alsiſted 
in Perſon, in the Year 1140. St. Bernard 
was the Accufer, and delivered to the Al- 
fembly ſome Propofitions drawn from Abe- 
lard's Book, which were read in the Coun- 
eil. This Accufation gave Abelard ſuch 
Fears, and was managed with ſuch inve- 
terate Malice by his Enemies, and with 
fuch great Unfairnels in drawing Conſe- 
quences he never thought of ; that ima- 
gining he had Friends at Rome who would 
prote@ his Innocence, he made an Appeal 
to the Pope. The Council, nothwithſtand- 
ing his Appeal, condemned his Book, but, 
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did not meddle with his Perſon; and gave 
an Account of the whole Proceeding to 


Pope Innocent II; praying him to confirm 


their Sentence. St. Bernard had been ſo 
early in prepolleſsing the Pontiff, that he 
Lot the Sentence confirmed before Abelard 
heard any thing of it, or had any Time 
to preſent himſelf before the Tribunal, to 
which he had appealed. His Holineſs or. 
dered beſides, that Abelard's Books ſhould 
be . burnt, himſelf confined, and for ever 
prohibited from teaching. 

This Paſſage of St. Bernard's Life is not 
much for the Honour of his Memory ; And 
whether he took the Trouble himſelf to ex- 
tract the condemned Propofitions from Abe- 
tard's Works, or intrafted it to another 
Hand , 'tis certain the Paper he gave in 
eontained many Things which Abelard ne- 
ver wrote, and others which he did not 
mean in the Senſe imputed to him. 

When a few particular Expreſsions are 
urged too rigidly, and unthought-of Conſe- 
quences drawn from ſome Aſſertions, and 
no Regard is had to the general Intent and 
Scope of an Author, it is no difficult Mat- 
ter to find Errors in any Book. For this 
Reaſon, Beranger of Poitiers, Abelard's 
Scholar, defended his Mafter againſt St, 
Bernard, telling him, he ought not to per- 

ſecute _ 
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lecute others, whole own Writings were 
not exempt from Errors; demonſtrating that 
he himſelf had advanced a Poſition, which 
he would not have failed to have inſerted 
in his Extract as a monfirous Doctrine, if 
he had found it in the Writings of Abelard. 
Some Time , after Abelard's Condemna- 
tion, the Pope was appealed, at the Se- 
licitation of the Abbot of Cizgni, who re- 
ceived this unfortunate Gentleman in his 
Monaſtery with great Humanity, recon- 
ciled him with St. Bernard, and admitted 
him to be a Religious of his Society. | 
This was Abelard's laſt Retirement, in 
which he found all Manner of Kindneſs ; 
he read Lectures to the Monks, and was 
equally humble and laborious. At laſt 
growing weak, and afflited with a Com- 
plication of Diſeaſes , he was ſent to the 
Priory of St. Marcel upon the Saone, near 
Chalons , a very agreeable Place , where 
he died the 21ſt of April, 1142, in the 
63d Year of his Age. His Corple was ſont 
to the Chapel of the Paraclete, to Heloiſe, 
to be interred , according to her former 
Requeſt of him, and to his own Detire. 
The Ahbot of Clagni, when he ſent the 
Body to Heloiſe, according to the Cuſtom 
of thoſe Times, ſent with it an Abſolution 
to be fixed togetber with his Epitaph on 
4 F | 
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his Graveſtone, which Abſolution was as 
follows. ; 

J Peter Abbot of Clugni , having received 
Father Abelard into the Number of my 
EN „ and now given Leave that his 

ody be privately conveyed to the Abby of 
the Paraclete, to be diſpoſed of by Heloiſe, 
Abbeſs of the ſame Abbey; do by the Au- 
thority of God and all the Saints, abſolve 
the ſaid Abelard from all his Sins *. 

Heloiſe , who ſurvived him twenty Years, 
had all the Leiſure that could be to effe& 
the Cure of her unhappy Paſsion. Alas! 
the was very long about it! She paſt the 
reſt of her Days like a religious and devout 
Abbels, frequent in Prayer, and entirely 
employed in the Regulation of her Society. 
She loved Study, and being Mifſireſs of the 
learned Languages, the Latin, Greek, 
and Hebrew, ſhe was efteemed a Miracle 


* Ego Petrus Cluniacenſis Abbas, qui 
Pet. Abelardum in Monacum Cluniacenſem 

recept, & corpus ejus furtim delatum He- 
- toifſe Aböbatiſſr & Monialibus Paracleti 
conceſsi , Authoritate omnipotentis Dei & 
omnium Sanctorum., abſolvo eum pro offi- 
cio ab omnibus peccatis ſuis. 


ABEL ARD and HE LO ISE. 65 


of Learning. Abelard, in a Letter he wrote 


to the Religious of his new Houle, ſays 
exprelsly , that Heloiſe underſtood theſe three 
Languages. The Abbot of Cuyni likewile, 
in a Letter he wrote to her, tells her, ſhe 
excelled in Learning not only all her Sex , 
but the greateſt Part of Men*, And in the 
Calendar of the Houſe of the Paraclete , lhe 
is recorded in thele Words: Heloiſe, Mo- 
ther and firſt Abbeſs of this Place , famous 
for her Learning and Religion. I muſt not 
here paſs by a Cuftom the Religious of the 
Paraclete now have, to commemorate how 
learned their firſt Abbeſs was in the Greek, 
which is, that every Year on the Day of 
Pentecoſt they perform Divine Service in 


the Greek Tongue. What a ridiculous Va- 
nity ! 


Francis D' Amboiſe tells us, how lubtilly 


one Day ſhe ſatisfied St. Bernard, upon 
his aſking her, why in her Abby, when 
they recited the. Lord's Prayer, they did 


not ſay, Give us this Day our DAILY 


Bread , but Give us this Day our SUPER- 


SUBSTANTIAL Bread, by an Argument 


F 2 


. 
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* Studio tuo & Mulieres omnes eviciſti 
& pene viros univerſos ſuperaſti. Abel, Op, 


* 
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prawn from the Originals , affirming we 
ought to follow the Greek Verſion of the 
Goſpel St. Matthew wrote in Hebrew. 
Without Doubt it was not a little ſurpri- 
fing to St, Bernard , to hear a Woman 

pole him in a Controverſy, by citing a 
Greek Text. Tis true, ſome Authors ſay 
Abelard made this Anſwer to St. Bernard, 
after hearing from Heloz/e, that Objections 
were made to that Form of Prayer, How- 
ever the Cale was, a Woman with a ſmall 
Competency of Learning, might in thoſe 
Times pals for a Miracle ; and though ſhe 
might not equal thoſe Deſcriptions which 
have been given of her, yet ſhe may de- 
ſervedly be placed in the Rank of Women 
of the greateſt Learning. Nor was lhe lels 
remarkable for her Piety , Patience, and 
Reſignation , during her Sickneſles, in the 
latter Part of her Life. She died the 17th 
of May, 1163. 'Tis ſaid ſhe defired to 
be buried in the ſame Tomb with her Abe- 
dard, though that probably was not exe- 
cuted, Francis D Amboiſe ſays , he ſaw 
at the Convent the Tombs of the Founder 
and Foundrels near together. However, a 
Manuſcript of Tours. gives us an Account of 
an extraordinary Miracle which happened 
when Abelard's Grave was opened for He- 
doiſe's Body, namely, that Abelard ſtretched 
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out his Arms to receive her, and embraced 
her cloſely ; though there were twenty good 
Years palled fince he died. But that is a 
ſmall Matter to a Writer of Miracles. 

I ſhall conclude this Hiſtory with an 
Epitaph on Abelard, which the Abbot of 
Clugni ſent Heloiſe, and which is now to 
be read on his Tomb; it hath nothing in it 
delicate either for Thought or Language , 
and will ſcarcely bear a Tranſlation, It is 
only added here for the Sake of the Cu- 
| rious, and as an Inſlance of the Reſpe& 
paid to the Memory of ſo great a Man, 
and one whom Envy had loaded with the 
greateſt Defamations. 


PTR Us in hac petra latitat, quem mun- 
dus Homerum 
Clamabat , fed jam fidera fidus habent. 
Sol erat hie Gallis, ſed eum jam fate tu- 
lerunt : | 
Ergo caret Regio Gallica Sole ſuo, 

Ille ſciens quid quid fuit ulli ſcibile , vicit 
Artifices , artes abſque docente docens. 
Undecime Maij Petrum rapuere Calendæ. 

Privantes Logices atria Hege juo, 


n 
. * 
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Eft ſatis , in tumulo Petrus hie jacet Abœ- 
| $4 lardus , 
Cui ſoli patuit ſcibile quid quid erat. 


Gallorum Socrates, Plats maximus He- 
ſperiarum 

| Nofter Ariftoteles, Logicis (quicumqu# 

Fuerunt ) | 

Aut par aut melior ; fludiorum cognitus 

| Orbi 

Princeps , ingenio varius, ſubtilis & acer. 

Omnia vi ſuperans rationis & arte loquendi. 

Abelardus erat. Sed nunc magis omnia 

| vincit, 

Cum Cluniacenſem Monacum , moremque 
profeſſus , 

Ad chriſti veram tranfivit Philoſophiam , 

In qua longeve bene complens ultima vitæ, 

Philoſophis quandogu? bonis ſe connume- 

randum | 
Spem dedit, wndenas Mato renovante Ca- 
Londas, 
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Abelard and Heloile. 


LETTER I. 


ABELARD to PHILINTUS. 


it may be proper to acquaint the Reader 
that the following Letter was written 
by Abelard to a Friend, to comfort him 
under ſome Afﬀfiiftions which had be- 
fallen him, by @ Recital of his own 
Sufferings, which had been much hea- 
vier. It contains a particular Account 
of his Amour vith Heloile, and the un- 
happy Conſequences of it. This Letter 
was written ſeveral Years after Abelard's 
Separation from Heloiſe, 


THE lat Time we were together, Pkilin. 
tus, you gave me a melancholy Account 


io 
* wo ; * 
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of your Misfortunes; I was ſenkbly touched 
with the Relation, and like a true Friend 
bore a Share in your Griefs, What did I 
not ſay to ſtop your Tears? I laid before 
you all the Reaſons Philoſophy could fur- 
nich, which I thought might any ways ſof- 
ten the Strokes of Fortune: But all theſe 
Endeavours have proved uſeleſs; Grief I 
perceive has wholly - ſeized your Spirits; 
and your Prudence, far from alsifting, 
ſeems quite to kave forſaken you. But my 
ſkilful Friendſhip has found out an Expe- 
dient to relieve you, Attend to me a Mo- 
ment, hear but the Story of my Misfor- 
tunes; and yours, Philintus, will be noth- 
ing, if you campare them with thoſe of the 
loving and unhappy Abelard. Obſerve, I 
beſeech you, at what Expence I endeavour 
to ſerve you; and think this no ſmall Mark 
of my Affection; for I am going to pre- 
ſent you with the Relation of ſuch Par- 
ticulars as it is impoſsible for me to recolle& 
without piercing my Heart with the ' moſt 
ſenfible Afflictiou. 

Tou know the Place where I was born, 
but not perhaps that I was born with thoſe 
complexional Faults which Strangers charge 
upon our Nation, an extreme Lightneſs of 
Temper , and great Inconſtaney. I frankly 
own it 5 and Thall be as free to acquaint 

you 
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you with thoſe good Qualities which were 
obſerved in me. I had a natural Vivacity 
and Aptneſs for all the polite Arts. My 
Father was a Gentleman, and a Man of 
good Parts; he loved the Wars, but dif- 
fered in his Sentiments from many who fol- 
low that Profefſion. He thought it no Praiſe 
to he illiterate; but in the Camp be knew 
how to couverſe at the fame Time with 
the Muſes and Bellona. He was the lame 
in the Management of his Family , and 
took equal Care to form his Children to 
the Study of polite Learning, as to their 
Military Exerciſes. As I was his eldeſt, 
and conſequently his fayourite Son, he took 
more than ordinary Care of my Education. 
I had a natural Genius to Study, and made 
an extraordinary Progreſs in it, Smitten 
with the Love of Books, and the Praiſes 
which on all Sides were beſtowed upon me 
I aſpired to no Reputation, but what pro- 
ceeded from Learning. To my Brothers I leſt 
the Glory of Battles, and the Pomp of Fri- 
umphs : nay more, I yielded them up my 
Birthright and Patrimony. I knew Neceſsity 
was the great Spur to Study, and was afraid 
I fhould not merit the Title of Learned, if 
I diſtinguiſhed myſelf from others by nothing 
but a more plentiful Fortune. Of all the 
Sciences , Logick was the molt to my Taſte, 
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Such were the Arms I choſe to profeſs. 
Furniſhed with the Weapons of Reaſoning, 
I took Pleaſure in going to public Diſputa- 
tions, to win Trophies; and wherever I 


- heard that this Art flouriſhed , I ranged, 


like another Alexander, from Province to 


Province, to feek new Adverſaries, with 


whom TI might try my Strength. 

The Ambition I had to become formi- 
dable in Logick led me at laſt to Faris, 
the Center of Politeneſs, and where the 


Science I was ſo ſmitten with, had uſually 


been in the greateſt Perfection. I put my- 
ſelf under the Direction of one Champeaux 
a Profeſſor, who had acquired the Character 
of the moſt ſkilful Philoſopher of his Age; 

by negative Excellencies only, by being the 
the leaſt Ignorant, He received me with 
great Demonſtrations of Kindneſs , but I 
was not ſo happy as to pleaſe him long; 
I was too knowing in the Subjects he diſ. 
eourſed upon; I often confuted his Notions; 
often in our Diſputations I pufhed a good 
Acgument ſo home , that all his Subtilty 
was not able to elude its Foree. It was im- 


polsible he ſhould fee himſelf ſurpaſſed by 


his Scholar without Reſentment. It is ſome- 

times dangerous to have too much Merit, 
Envy increaſed againſt me proportionably 

to wy Reputation, My Enemies endeavoured 


— 
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to interrupt my Progreſs, but their Malice 
only provoked my Courage. And mea- 
ſuring my Abilities by the Jealouſy I had 
raifed, I thought I had no farther Occaſion 
for Champeaux's Lectures, but rather that 
I was ſufficiently qualified to read to others. 
I flood for a Place which was vacant at 
Melun. My Maſter uſed all his Artifice 
to defeat my Hopes, but in vain ; and on 


this Occafion, I triumphed over his Cun- 


ning, as before I had done over his Learn» 
ing. My Ledtures were always crowded, 
and my Beginnings ſo fortunate , that I 
entirely obſeured the Renown of my famous 
Maſter, Fluf ed with theſe happy Con- 
queſis, I removed to Corbetl, to attack the 
Makers there, and ſo eftablifh my Cha- 
raQer of the ableſt Logician. The Violence 
of travelling threw me into a dangerous 
Diftemper, and not being able to recover 
my Strength, wy Phyſicians, who perbaps 
were in a League with Champeaux, ad- 
viled me to remove to my natiie Air, Thus 
I voluntarily baniſhed myſelf for ſome Years. 
L leave you to imagine whether my. Ab- 


ſence was not regretted by the better Sort. 


At length LI recovered my Health, when I 

received News that my greateſt Adverſary 

had taken the Habit of a Monk : you may 

tbink it was an Ad of Penitence for having 
G 2 
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cuted me; quite contrary , twas Am- 
bition; he reſolved to raiſe himſelf to ſome 
Church Dignity , therefore fell into the 
beaten Track, and took on him the Garb 
of feigned Auſterity; for this is the eaſieſt 
and ſhorteſt Way to the higheſt Ecclehiaſti- 
cal Dignities. His Wiſhes were ſucceſsful, 
and he obtained a Biſhoprick: Yet did he 
not quit Paris, and the Care of the Schools: 
He went to his Dioceſe to gather in his 
Revenues , but returned and palled the Refi 
of his Time in reading - LeQares to thoſe 
few Pupils who followed him. After this 
I often engaged with him and may reply 
to you as ax did to the Greeks : 


: If you demand the Fortune of that Day 
Mien flaked on this right Hand your 
$253 39 817 =8 -0 Honours lay, 
VI did not oblige the Foe to yield, 
- , Fet did I never baſely quit the Field. 


About this Time my Father Beranger, who 


to the Age of Sixty bad lived very agree- 


ably, : retired from the World , and ſhut 
himſelf up in a Cloiſter, where he offered 
up to Heaven the languid Remains of a 
Life he could make no farther Uſe of. My 
Mother , who was yet young, took the 
fame Reſolution, She turned a Religious, 
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but did not entirely abandon” the Satis- 
factions of Life. Her Friends were conti- 
nually at the Grate. And the Monaſtery, 
when one has an Inclination to make it fo, 
is exceedingly charming and pleaſant. I'was 
preſent when my Mother was profeſſed. 
At my Return I reſolved to findy Divinity, 
and inquired for a Director in that Study. 
I was recommended to one Anſeim , the 
very Oracle of his Time; but to give you 
my own Opinion, one more venerable for 
his Age and Wrinkles, than for his Genius 
or Learning, If you confulted him upon 
any Difficulty, the ſure Conſequence was 
to be much more uncertain in the Point. 
They who only ſaw him admired him, but 
thoſe who reaſoned with him were extreme- 
ly diſſatisfied, He was a great Maſter 
of Words, and talked much, but meant 
nothing. His Diſcourſe was a Fire, which 
inſtead of enlightening obſcured every Thing 
with its Smoke; a Tree beautified. with 


Variety of Leaves and Branches, but bar- 


ren. I came to him with a Deſire to learn, 
but found him like the Fig-tree in the Go- 
ſpel, or the old Oak to which Lucan 
compares Pompey. I continued not long 
underneath his Shadow. I took for my 
Guides the Primitive Fathers, and boldly 
launched into the Ocean of the Holy Serip- 
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tures, In a ſhort Time I made ſuch a Pro- 
gres , that others choſe me for their Di- 
rector. The Number of my Scholars was 
incredible, and the Gratuities I received 
from them were anlwerable to the great 
Reputation I had acquired, Now I found 
myſelf ſafe in the Harbour, the Storms were 
paſſed, and the Rage of my Enemies had 
ſpent itſelf without Effet. Happy, had 1 


known to make a right Uſe of this Calm! 


But when the Mind is moſt eaſy, tis moſt 
expoled to Love, and even Security here 
is the moſt dangerous State. 

And now, my Friend, I am going to 
expoſe to you all my Weakneſſes. All 
Men, I believe, are under a Neceſsity of 
paying Tribute, at ſome Time or other, 
to Love, and it is vain to firive to avoid 
it. I was a Philoſopher , yet this Tyrant 
of the Mind triumphed over all my Wiſ- 
dom ; his Darts were of greater Force than 


all my Reaſonings, and with a ſweet Con- 


Biraint he led me whither he pleaſed, Heaven, 
amidſt an Abundance of Bleſsings with which 
I was intoxicated , threw in a heavy Af- 
fliction. I Became a moſt fignal Example of 
its Vengeance; and the more unhappy, 
becauſe, having deprived me of the Means 
of accompliſhing my SatisfaQion, it left me 
to the Fury of mv criminal Defires, I will 


' 
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tell you, my dear Friend, the Particulars 
of my Story, and leave you to judge whe- 
ther 1 deſerved ſo ſevere a Correction. 

I had always an Averfion for thoſe light 
Women, whom it is a Reproach to purſue; 
I was ambitious in my Choice, and wiſhed 
to find ſome Obſtacles , that I might ſur- 
mount them with the greater Glow and 
Pleaſure. . ' 

There was in Paris a young Creature 
(ah Philintus! ) formed in a Prodigality of 
Nature, to ſhew Mankind a finiſhed Com- 
pofition; dear Heloiſe ! the reputed Niece 


of one Fulbert, a Canon. Her Wit aud 


her Beauty would have fired the dulleſt and 


moſt inſenfible Heart; and her Education was 


equally admirable. Heloiſe was Miſtreſs of 
the moſt polite Arts, You may ealily ima- 
gine , that this did not a little help to cap» 
tivate me: I ſaw her, I loved her: I re- 
ſolved to endeavour to engage her Aﬀec- 
tions. The Thirſt of Glory cooled imme- 


diately in my Heart, and all my Paſsions 


were loft in this new one. I thought of 
nothing but Heloiſe ; every Thing brought 
her Image to my Mind, I was penfive, 
reſtleſs, and my Paſsion was ſo violent as 
to admit of no Reſtraint. I was always 
vain and preſumptive; I flattered myſelf 


already with the moſt bewitching Hopes. 
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My Reputation had ſpread itſelf every bete: 


and could a virtuous Lady refit a Man that 
had confounded all the Learned of the Age ? 
I, was young — — could ſhe ſhew an In- 
ſen6bility. to thole Vows which my Heart 
never ſormed for any but herſelf? My Per- 
ſon was advantageous enough, and by my 
Dreſs no one would have ſulpeted me for 
a Doctor: and Dreſs, you know, is not a 


| little engaging with Women. Befides , I 


bad Wit enough to write a Billet-douw , 


and hoped, if ever ſhe; permitted my ab- 
Cent Self to entertain her, ſhe would read 


with Pleaſure thoſe Breathings. of my Heart. 

Filled with theſe Notions, I thought of 
nothing but the Means to [peak to her. 
Lovers: either find or make all Things eaſy. 
By the Offices of common Friends, I gain- 
ed the Acquaintance of Fulbert. And can 
you believe it, Philintus ? he allowed me 
the Privilege of his Table, and an Apart- 
ment in his. Houſe, I paid him indeed a 
conhiderable Sum, for Perſons, of his Cha- 
rater do nothing without Money, But 
what would I not have given? You, my 
dear Friend, know what Love is; imagine 
then what a Pleaſure it muſt have been to 
a Heart ſo inflamed as mine, to be always 
ſo near the dear Object of Defre? I would 


not have exchanged my happy Condition 
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or chat of the greateſt Monarch upon Earth. 
faw Heloiſe, ſpoke to her — each Action, 
each confuled Look, told her the Trouble 
of my Soul. And fhe, on the other Side, 
gave me Ground to hope for every Thing 
from her Genetoſity. Fulbert. delired me 
to inſtruct her in Philoſophy ; by this Means 
I found Oportunities of being in private with 
her, and yet I was, fure, of all Mea the 
moſt ti morous in declaring my Paſsion. 

As I was with her one Day, alone, 
Charming Heloiſe, ſaid I bluſhing, if you 
know yourſelf, you will not be ſurprized 
with that Paſsion you have inſpired me 
with. Uncommon as it is, I can exprels 
it but with the common Terms — — I love 
you, adorable Heloiſe? Till now I thought 
' Philoſophy made us Maſters of all our Paſ- 
lions, and that it was a Refuge from the 
Storms in which weak. Mortals are toſled 
and ſhipwrecked : But you have deſtroyed 
my Security, and broken this philoſophic 
Courage. I have deſpiſed Riches : Honour 
and its Pageantries could never raiſe a weak 
Thought in me: Beauty alone has fired my 
Soul-; happy if ſhe who raiſed this Paſsion, 
kindly receives the Declaration ; but if it 
is an Offencs— — — No, replied Heloiſe ; 
ſhe muſt be very ignorant of your Merit, 
who can be offended at your Palsion? But 
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for my own Repoſe, I wiſh either that you 
had not made this Declaration, or that I 
were at Liberty not to ſuſpect your Since- 
rity, Ah! divine Heloiſe, ſaid I, flinging 
myſelf at her Feet, I ſwear by yourſelf — — 
I was going on to convince her of the Truth 
of my Paſsion, but heard a Noiſe, and it 
was Falbert : There was no avoiding it, 
but I muſt do a Violence to my Deſire, 
and change the Diſcourſe to ſome other 
Subject. After this, I found frequent Op- 


portunities to free Heloiſe from thole Su- 


ſpicions, which the general Infincerity of 
Men had raiſed in her; and ſhe too much 
defired what I ſaid were Truth, not to be- 
lieve it. Thus there was a moſt happy Une 
derſtanding between us. The ſame Houſe, 
the ſame Love, united our Perſons and our 
Defires. How many ſoft Moments did we 
paſs together? We took all Opportunities 
to expreſs to each other our mutual Affec- 
tions, and were ingenious in contriving In- 
cidents which might give us a plaufible Oc. 
cafion of meeting. Piramis' and Thiſbe's 
Diſcovery of the Crack in the Wall, was 
but a ſlight Repreſentation of our Love and 
its Sagacity. In the Death of Night, when 


Fulbert and his Domeſticks were in a ſound 


Sleep, we improved the Time, proper to 
the [ſweet Thefts of Love: Not contenting 


— 
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ourſelves , like thoſe unfortunate Lovers, 
with giving infipid Kiſſes to a Wall, we 
made uſe of all the Moments of our charm- 
ing Interviews. In the Place where we 
met we had no Lions to fear, and the 
Study of Philoſophy ſerved us for a Blind. 
But I was ſo far from making any Advan- 
ces in the Sciences, that I loſt all my Taſte 
of them, and when I was obliged to go 
from the Sight of my dear Miſtreſs to my 
philoſophical. Exerciſes, twas with the ut; 
moſt Regret and Melancholy. Love is in- 
capable of being concealed; a Word, a 
Look , nay Silence ſpeaks it. My Scho- 
lars diſcovered it firſt; they ſaw I had no 
longer that Vivacity of Thought to which 
all Things were ealy : I could now do no- 
thing but write Verſes to ſooth my Paſsion : 


I quitted Ariſtotle and his dry Maxims , to ; 


practiſe the Precept of the more ingenious 
Ovid, No Day paſſed in which I did not 
compole amorous Verſes. Love was my 
inſpiring Apollo. My Songs were ſpread 
abroad, and gained me frequent Applauſes, 
Thoſe who were in Love as I was, took a 
Pride in learning them; and by luckily ap- 
plying my Thoughts and Verſes, have ob- 


tained Favours, which perhaps they could 
not otherwiſe have gained: This gave our 


Amours ſuch an Eclat, that the Loves of 
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Heloiſe and Abelard were the Subje& of 
all Converſations. 

The Town-talk at laſt 3 Fulbert's 
Ears; it was with great Difficulty he gave 
Credit to what he heard, for he loved his 
Niece, and was prejudiced in my Favour; 
but upon: cloſer Examination, he began to 
be leſs incredulous. He ſurpriſed us in one 
of our more ſoft Converſations. How fatal 
ſometimes are the Conſequences of Curio- 
ity ! The Anger of Fulbert ſeemed too mo- 
derate on this Occaſion , and I feared in 
the End ſome: more heavy Revenge. It is 
impolsible to expreſs the Grief and Regret 
which filled my Soul, when I was obliged 
to leave the Canon's Houſe and my dear 
Heloiſe. But this Separation of our Per- 
ſons the more firmly united our Minds; 
and the deſperate Condition we were re- 
duced to, made us capable of attempting 
2p Thing. = 

My Intrigues gave me but little Shame, 
ſo lovingly did I efteem the Occaſion :; 
Think what 'the gay young Divinities ſaid, 
when Vulcan caught Mars and the God- 
deſs of Beauty in his Net, and impute i! 
all to me. Fulbert ſurpriſed me with Hey 
doiſe, and what Man that had a Soul in 
him would not have borne any Ignominy 
on the ſame Conditions? The next Day I 
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provided myſelf with a private Lodging near 
the loved Houſe, being reſolved not to aban · 
don my Prey. I continued ſome Time with- 
out appearing publickly. Ah how long did 
thoſe few Moments ſeem to me! When we 
fall from a State of Happineſs, with what 
Impatience do we bear our Misfortunes! 

It being impoſsible that I could live-with- 


out ſeeing Heloiſe , I endeavoured to en- 


gage her Servant, whoſe Name was Aga- 
ton, in my Intereſt: She was brown, well 
lhaped, of a Perſon ſuperior to the ordi- 
nary Rank; her Features regular, and her 
Eyes ſparkling ; fit to raiſe Love in any 
Man whoſe Heart was not prepoſſeſſed by 
another Paſsion, I met her alone, and 
intreated her to have Pity on a diſtreſſed 
Lover. She anſwered, ſhe would under- 
take any Thing to ſerve me, but there was 
a Reward — — at theſe Words I opened 
my Purſe, and ſhewed the ſhining Metal, 
which lays aſleep Guards, forces a Way 
through Rocks , and ſoftens the Hearts of 
the moſt obdurate Fair. You are miſtaken, 
laid ſhe, ſmiling and ſhaking her Head — 
you do not know me; could Gold tempt 
me, a rich Abbot takes his nightly Station, 
and fings under my Window; he offers to 


ſend me to his Abby, which, he fays, is 


fituate in the moſt pleaſant Country in the 
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World. A Courtier offers me a conſiderable 
Sum, and ' aſſures me I need have no Ap- 
prehenſions; for if our Amours have Con- 
ſequences, he will marry me to his Gentle- 
man, and give him, a handſome Employ- 
ment. To [ay nothing of a young Officer, 
who patroles about here every Night, and 
makes his Attacks after all imaginable Forms. 
It muſt be Love only which could oblige 
him to follow me; for I have not, like 
your great Ladies, any Rings or Jewels to 
tempt him : Yet during all his Siege of 
Love , his Feather and his embroidered 
Coat have not made any Breach in my 
Heart: I ſhall not quickly be brought to 
capitulate; I am too faithful to my firſt 
Conqueror — and then ſhe looked earneftly 
on me. I anſwered, I did not underſtand 
her Diſebur ife. She replied, For a Man 
of Senſe and Gallantry, you have a very 
ſlow Apprehenſion; I am in Love with you, 
Abelard ; I know you adore Heloiſe, I do 
not blame you :- I defire only to enjoy the 
ſecond Place in your Affections; I have a 
tender Heart, as well as my Miſtrefs; you 
may without Difficulty make Returns to my 
Palsion;z do not perplex yourſelf with un- 
_ faſhionable Scruples: A prudent Man ought 
to love ſeveral at the ſame Time; if one 


ſhould fail, he is not then left unprovided. 
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Lou cannot imagine, Philintus , how 
much I was ſurpriſed at theſe Words ; ſe 
entirely did 1 love Heloi/e, that without 


reflecting wheter Agaton ſpoke any Thing 


reaſonable or not, I immediately left her. 
When I had gone a little Way from her, 


I looked back, and ſaw her biting her 


Nails in the Rage of Diſappointment, which 
made me fear ſome fatal Conſequences. She 
haſtened to Fulbert , and told him the Offer 
I had made her, but I ſuppoſe concealed 
the other Part of the Story. The Canon 
never forgave this Aﬀront; I afterwards per- 
ceived he was more deeply concerned for 
his Niece , than I at firft imagined. Let no 
Lover hereafter follow my Example: A 
Woman rejected is an outrageous Creature. 
Agaton was Day and Night at her Win- 
dow, on Purpoſe to keep me at a Diſtance 
from her Miſtreſs, and ſo gave her own 
Gallants Opportunity enough to diſplay their 
ſeveral Abilities. 

J was infinitely perplexed what Courſe 
to take; at lat I applied myſelf to my He- 
loiſe's Singing-maſter. The ſhining Metal, 


which had no Effet on Agaton, rnd 


him; he was excellently qualified for con- 
veying a Billet, with the greateſt Dexterity 
and Secrecy, He delivered one of mine to 


Heloiſe, who, according to my Appoint- 
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ment, was ready at the End of a Garden, 


the Wall of which 1 ſcaled by a Ladder of 


Ropes. I confeſs to you all my Failings , 


Philintus. How would my Fnemies, Cham- 
peaux and Anſelm , have triumphed , had 
they ſeen the redoubted Philoſopher in ſuch 

a wretched Condition? Well — I met my 
Soul's Joy, my Heloiſe; I ſhall not de- 
fcribe our Tranſports, they were not long; 
for the firſt News 'Helozſe acquainted me 
with, plunged me in a thouſand DiftraQions. 
A floating Delos was to be ſought for, 
where ſhe might be fafely delivered of a 
Burthen ſhe began already to feel Without 
lofing much Time in debating, I made her 


Preſently quit the Canon's Houſe, and at 


Break of Day depart for Britany ; where 
ſhe, like another Goddeſs, gave the World 
another Apollo, which my oor took Ca · 
re of. 

This carrying off Heloiſe was ſufficient 
Revenge upon Fulbert. It filled him with 
the deepeſt Concern, and had like to have 
deprived him of all the little Share of Wit 

which Heaven had allowed him. His Sor- 
row and Lamentation gave the Cenſorious 
an Occaſion of ſuſpecting him for ſomething 
more than the Uncle of Heloiſe. 

In ſhort, I began to pity his Misfortune, 
and to think this Robbery which Love had 

made 
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made me commit was a Sort of Treaſon, 
L endeavoured to appeaſe his Anger by a 
fincere Confeſsion of all that was paſt, and 
by hearty Engagements to marry Heloiſe 
ſecretly, He gave me his Conſent, and 
with many Proteſtations and Embraces con- 
firmed our Reconciliation. But what De- 
pendance can be made on the Word of an 
ignorant Devotee, He was only plotting a 
cruel Revenge, as you will fee by what 
follows. 

I took a Journey into Britany , in order 


to bring back my dear Heloiſe, whom I 


now confidered as my Wife. When I had 
acquainted her with what had paſled be- 
tween the Canon and me, I found ſhe was 
of a contrary Opinion to me. She urged 
all that was polsible to divert me from 
Marriage : That it was a Bond always fa- 
tal to a Philoſopher: that the Cries of Chil- 
dren and Cares of a Family were utterly 
inconfifient with the Tranquillity and Ap. 
plication which the Study of Philoſophy re- 
quired. She quoted to me all that was 
written on the Subject by Theophraſftus , 
Cicero, and above all inſiſted on the un- 
fortunate Socrates, who quitted Life with 
Joy, becauſe by that Means he left Tan- 
tippe. Will it not be more agreeable to 
me, ſaid ſhe, to ſee mylelf your Miſtreſs 

H fi 
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than your Wife? And will not Love have 
more Power than Marriage to keep our 
Hearts firmly united? Pleaſures taſted [pa- 
ringly, and with Difficulty, have always 
a higher Reliſh , while every Thing, by 
being ealy and common, grows flat and 
infipid. 

I 'was unmoved by all this nn 
Heloiſe prevailed upon my Siſter to engage 
me. Lucilla (for that was her Name) ta- 
king me aſide one Day ſaid, What do you 
intend, Brother? Is it poſsible that Abe- 
Tard ſhould in Earneſt think of marrying 
Heloiſe ? She ſeems indeed. to delerve a 

erpetual Affection; Beauty, Youth, and 
3 3841927 all that can make a Poofon va - 
luable, meet in her. You may adore all 
this if you pleaſe; but not to flatter .you, 
What is Beauty but a Flower, which may 
be blaſted by the leaſt Fit of Sickneſs ? 
When thoſe Features, with which you have 
been ſo captivated , ſhall be ſunk , and 
thoſe Graces loſt, you will too late repent 
that you have entangled yourſelf in a Chain, 
from which Death only can free you. I ſhall 
ſee you reduced to the married Man's only 
Hope of Survivorſhip. Do you think Learn- 
ing ought to make Heloiſe more amiable ? 
I know ſhe is not one of thoſe affected Fe- 
males, who are continually opprelsing you 
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with fine Speeches, criticiſing Books, and 
deciding upon the Merit of Authors. When 
fuch a one is in the Fury of her Diſcourſe, 
Huſband, Friends, Servants, all fly before 
her. Heloiſe has not this Fault ; yet 'tis 
troubleſome not to be at Liberty to uſe the 
leaft improper Expreſsion before a Wife, 


which you bear with Pleafure from a Miſ- 
tre ls. 


But you lay you are ſure of the Aﬀec- 


tions of Heloiſe ; I believe it; Ihe has gi- 
ven you no ordinary Proofs, But can you 
be ſure Marriage will not be the Tomb of 
Her Love? The Name of Huſband and 
Maker are always harſh, and Heloiſe will 
not be the Phenix you now think her. 
Will ſhe not be a Woman? Come, come, 
the Head of a Philoſopher is leſs ſecure 


than thoſe of ether Men. My Sifter grew 


warm in the Argument, and was going on 
to give me a Hundred more Reaſons of this 
Kind; but I angrily interrupted her, telling 
her only, that ſhe did not know Heloiſe. 

A few Days after we departed together 
from Britany, and came to Paris, where 
I compleated' my Project. Twas my Intent 
my Marriage ſhould be kept ſecret, and 
therefore Heloi/e retired among the Nuns 
of Argenteuil. 

I now thought Fulbert's Anger diſarmed; 

H 2 
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T lived in Peace; but alas! our Marriage 
proved but a weak Defence againſt his Re- 
venge. Obſerve, Philintus, to what a Bar- 
barity he purſued it! He bribed my Ser- 
vants; an Aſlaſsin came into my Bedcham- 
ber by Night with a Razor in his Hand ; 
and found me in a deep Sleep. . I ſuffered 
the moſt ſhameful Puniſhment that the Re- 
venge of an Enemy could invent : in ſhort, 
without loling- my Life, I loſt my Man- 
hood. Iwas puniſhed indeed in the offend- 
ing Part; the Defire was left me, but not 
the Polsibility of ſatisfying the Paſsion. So 
eruel an Action eſcaped not unpuniſhed ; 
the Villain ſuffered the ſame Infliction; poor 
Comfort for ſo irretrievable an Evil! I con- 
fels to you, Shame more than any ſincere 
Penitence made me reſolve to hide myſelf 
from the Sight of Men, yet could I not 
ſeparate myſelf from my. Heloiſe. Jealouly 
took Poſſeſsion of my Mind; and at the 
very Expence of her Happineſs I decreed 
to diſappoint all Rivals : Before I put my- 
ſelf in a Cloiſter, I obliged her to take the 
Habit, and retire into the Nunnery of Ar- 
genteuil, I remember ſomebody would 
have oppoſed her making ſuch a cruel Sa- 
crifice of herſelf, but ſhe anſwered in the 
Words of Cornelia after the Death of Pom- 
pey the Great; 
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— — 0 ed „ ego te ſcelerata 77. 
| remi. Dat 

— Te fata extrema. petente 24 

Vita digna fui? Moriar — — &c. 


O my lov'd Lord! our fatal Marriage draws 
On thee this Doom, and I the guilty Cauſe i 
Then whilft thou go'ft tf Extremes of Fate 
> x el prove, : 7 1 2 
7 1¹ hu. __ Fate , and expiate thus my 
Love. 


Speaking theſe Verſes, ſhe ha up to 
the Altar, and took the Veil with a Con- 
ſtancy which I could not have expected in 
a Woman who had fo high a Taſte of 
Pleaſures which | fhe might Kill enjoy. I 
bluſhed at my. own Weaknels ,- and with- 
out deliberating a Moment longer, I buried 
myſelf in a Cloifter, reſolved to vanquilh 
a fruitleſs Paſsion, I now reflected that 
God bad chaſtiſed me thus grievoully, that 
he might ſave me from that Deſtruction in 
which I had like to have been ſwallowed 
up. In order. to avoid Idleneſs, the un- 
happy Incendiary of thoſe criminal Flames 
which had ruined me in the World, I en- 
deavoured in my Retirement to put thoſe 
Talents to a good Uſe which I had before 
lo much abuſed. I gave the Novices Rules 
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of Divinity agreeable to the Holy Fathers 
and Councils, In the mean while the Ene- 
mies which my new Fame had raiſed up, 
and eſpecially Alberic and Lotulf, who, 
after the Death of their Maſters Champeaur 
and Anſelm , aſſumed the Sovereignty of 
Learning , began to attack me. They load- 
ed me with the falſe& Imputations, and, 
notwithſtanding all my Defence, I had the 
Mortification to ſee 'my Books condemned 
by a Council, and burnt. This was a cut- 
ting Sorrow, and believe me, Philintus , 
the former Calamity I ſuffered by the Cru- 
elty of Fulbert, was nothing in oy 
riſon to this. | 

The Affront I bad newly received, and 
the ſcandalous Debaucheries of the Monks, 
obliged me to baniſh myſelf, and retire 
near to Nogent. I lived in a Defart ; where 
I flattered myſelf I ſhould avoid Fame, 
and be ſecure from the Malice of my Ene- 
mies. I was again deceived. The Deſire 
of being taught by me , drew Crowds of 
Auditors even thither, Many left the 
Towns and their Houſes, and came and 
lived in Tents ; for Herbs, coarſe Fare, 
and hard Lodging, they abandoned the 
Delicacies of a plentiful Table and eaſy 
Life, I looked like the Prophet in the 
Wilderneſs attended by his Diſciples, My 
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Lectures were perfectly clear from all that 
had been condemned. And happy had it 
been if our Solitude had been inaccelsible 
to Envy! With the confiderable Gratuities 
I received , I built a Chapel, and dedica- 
ted it to the Holy Ghoſt, by the Name of 
the Paraclete. The Rage of my Enemies 
now awakened. again , and forced me to 
quit this Retreat. This I did without much 
Difficulty. But firſt the Biſhop of Troies 
gave me Leave to efiabliſh there a Nun- 
nery , which I did, and committed the 
Care of it to my dear Heloiſe, When I 
had ſettled her here, can you belieye it, 
Phalintus? J left her, without taking any 
Leave. I did not wander long without any 
ſettled Habitation; for the Duke of Brita. 

ny, informed of my Misfortunes, named 
me to the Abby of St. Guildas , where I 
now. am, and where I ſuffer every Day 
freſh Perſecutions, 

I live in a barbarous Country, the Lan- 
guage of which I do not underſtand; I have 
no Cnnverſation but with the rudeſt People. 
My Walks are on the inacceſsible Shore of 
a Sea, which is perpetually fiormy; My 

Monks are only known by their Diſſolute- 
nels, and living without any Rule or 
Order. Could you. ſee the Abby, Philin- 
tus, you would not call it one, The Doors 
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and Walls are without any Ornament, ex- 
cept the Heads of wild Boars and Hind's 
Feet, which are nailed up againſt them, 
and the Hides of frightful Animals, The 
- Cells are hung with the Skins of Deer. The 
Monks have not ſo much as a Bell to 
wake them; the Cocks and Dogs ſupply 
that Defect. In ſhort, they pals their whole 
Days in hunting; would to Heaven that 
were their greateſt Fault! or that their 
Pleaſures terminated there! I endeavour in 
vain to recal them to their Duty ; they all 
combine againſt me, and I only expoſe 
mylelf to continual Vexations and Dangers. 
I imagine I ſee every Moment a naked 
Sword hang over my Head. Sometimes 
they ſurround me, and load me with in» 
finite Abuſes; ſometimes they abandon me, 
and I am left alone to my own tormenting 
Thoughts. I make it my Endeavour to me- 
rit by my Sufferings, and to appeaſe an 
angry God. Sometimes I grieve for the 
Loſs of the Houſe of the Paraclete , and 
wilh to ſee it again. Ah Philintus ! does 
not the Love of Heloiſe fill burn in my 
Heart? I have not yet triumphed over that 
unhappy Palsion. In the Midſt of my Re- 
tirement I figh, I weep , I pine, I ſpeak 
the dear Name Heloiſe, and am pleaſed 
to hear the Sound , I complain of the 
Severity 
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Severity of Heaven, But oh ! let us not 

deceive ourſelves; I have not made a right, 
ule of Grace. I am thoroughly wretch- 

ed, I have not yet torn from my Heart 

the deep Roots which Vice has planted in 

> it. For if my Converſion were ſincere, 

how could I take a Pleaſure to relate my 

paſt Follies ? Could I not more eafily com- 

fort myſelf in my Afflictions, could I not 
turn to my Advantage thoſe Words of God 
himſelf, F they have perſecuted me, they 
will alſo perſecute you ; if the World hate 
you, ye know that it hated me alſo ? Come, 
Philintus , let us make a ſtrong Effort, turn 
our Misfortunes to our Advantage, make 
them meritorious, or at leaſt wipe out ous 
Offences z let us receive without murmuring 
what comes from the Hand of God, and 
let us not oppoſe our Will to his. Adieu. 
1 give you Advice which could I mylelf 
follow , 1 ſhould be happy · 
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LETTER I. 


HELOISE. to ABRL ARD. 


The foregoing Letter would probably not 
have produced any others, if it had been 
delivered to the Perſon to whom i# was 
directed but falling by Accident into 
Heloife's Hands, who knew the Cha. 
racer, ſhe oponed it, and read it; and, 
by that Means, her former Paſsion being 
awakened, fhe immediately ſet herſelf to 
write to her 3 as Jonas: 


* To her Lord, her Father , her Huſband, 
her Brother ; his Servant, his Child, 
his Wife , his Sifter, and, to expreſs 
all that is humble, reſpeAfut, and lov. 
ing, to her Abelard, Heloiſe writes this. 


Conlolatory Letter of yours to a Friend, 
happened [ome Days fince to fall into 


— 


— 


Domino ſuo, immo Putri; Conjugi ſito, 
immo Fratri ; Ancilla ſua, immo Filia; ipfius 
Uzor, immo Soror ; Abelardo Heloiſſa. & c. 
Abel. Oper. 
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my Hands; my Knowledge of the Character, 
and my Love of the Hand, ſoon gave me 
the Curioſity to open it: In Juſtification of 
the Liberty I took, I flattered myſelf I 
might claim. a ſovereign Privilege over every 
Thing which came from you: Nor. was I 


ſerupulous to break through the Rules of 


Good-breeding, when it was to hear News 
of Abelard: But how dear did my Curio» 
ity coſt me? What Diſturbance did it occa- 
fon? And how was I ſurprized to find the 
whole Letter filled with a particular and 
melancholy Account of our  Misfortunes ? 
I met with my Name a hundred Times ; 
I never ſaw it without Fear: ſome heavy 
Calamity always followed it: I ſaw yours 
ioo, equally unhappy. Thele mournful, 
but dear Remembrances , put my Spirits 
into ſuch a violent Motion, that I thought 
it was too much to offer Comfort to a Friend 
for a few [light Diſgraces, by ſuch extraor- 
dinary Means as the Repreſentation of our 
Sufferings and Revolutions What Reflec- 
tions did I not make? I began to confider 
the whole afreſh, and perceived myſelf 


preſſed with the ſame Weight of Grief as 


when we firft began to be miſerable. Though 
Length of Time ought to have eloſed up 
my Wounds, yet the ſeeing them deſcribed 


I 2 


by your Hand was fufficient to make them . 
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all open and bleed afreſh, Nothing can 
ever blot from my Memory what you have 
ſuffered in Defence of your Writings, I 
cannot help thinking of the rancorous Ma- 
lice of Alberic and Lotulf. A cruel Uncle, 
and an injured Lover, will be always pre- 
ſent to my aking Sight. I ſhall never for- 
get what Enemies your Learning, and what 
Envy your Glory railed againſt you. I ſhall 
never forget your Reputation, ſo juſtly ac- 
quired, torn to pieces, and blaſted by the 
inexorable Cruelty of halflearned Pretend- 
ers to Science. Was not your Treatiſe of 


Divinity condemned to be burnt ? Were 


you not threatened with perpetual Impriſon- 
ment? In vain you urged in your Defence, 
that your Enemies, impoſed on you Opin- 
ions quite different from your Meaning: In 
vain you condemned thoſe Opinions; all 
was of no Effect towards your Juſtification ; 
twas reſolved you ſhould be a Heretick. 
What did not thoſe two falle Prophets * 
accule you of, who declaimed ſo ſeverely 
againſt you before the Council of Sens ? 
What Scandals were vented on Occafion of 
the Name Faraclete given to your Chapel? 
What a Storm was raiſed againſt you by the 
treacherous Monks, when you did them the 


— 


9 St. rd and St, Norbert, 


5 
L 


HELOISE to ABELARD. 107 


Honour. to be called their Brother ? This 
Hittory of our numerous Misfortunes, re- 
lated in ſo true and moving a Manner, 
made my Heart bleed within me; My 
Tears, which I could not reftrain , have 
blotted half your Letter ; I wiſh they had 
effaced the whole, and that I had returned 
it to you in that Conditien: I ſhould then 
have been fatisfied with the little Time L 
kept it: but it was demanded of me too ſoon. 

I muſt confeſs I was much eafier in my 
Mind before I read your Letter. Sure all 
the Misfortunes of Lovers are conveyed to 
them through their Eyes. © Upon reading 
your Letter, I felt all mine renewed. L 
reproached myſelf for having been fo long 
without venting my Sorrows , when the 
Rage of our unrelenting Enemies ſtill burns 
with the ſame Fury. Since Length of Time, 
which diſarms the ſtrongeſt Hatred, ſeems 
but to aggravate theirs; fince it is deereed 
that your Virtue ſhall be perſecuted , till 
it takes Refuge in the Grave, and even 
beyond that, your Aſhes perhaps will not 
be ſuffered to reſt in Peace; let me always 
meditate on your Calamities, let me pub- 
liſh them through all the World, if poſ- 
ſible, to ſhame an Age that has not known 
how to value you, I will ſpare no one, 
kince no one would intereſt himſelf to pro- 
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te& you, and your Enemies are never 
weary of opprelsing your Innocence. Alas! 
my Memory is perpetually filled with bitter 
Remembrances of paſt Evils, and are there 
more to be feared ſtill? Shall my Abelard 
be never mentioned without Tears? Shall 
the dear Name be never ſpoken but with 
Sighs? Obſerve, I beleech you, to what a 
wretched Condition you have reduced me : 
Sad, afflited, without any pofsible Com- 
fort , unleſs it proceed from you. Be not 


. then unkind, nor deny , I beg you , that 


little Relief which you only can give, Let 


me have a faithful Account of all that con- 


cerns yon. I would know every Thing, be 
it ever ſv unfortunate. Perhaps, by mingling 
my Sighs with yours, I may make your Suf- 
ferings leſs ; if that Obſervation be true, 
that all Boirows divided are made lighter. 
Tell. me not, by way of Excuſe , you 
will ſpare our Tears; the Tears of Women 
ſhut up in a melancholy Place, and de- 
voted to Penitence, are not to be ſpared, 
And if you wait for an Opportunity to 
write pleaſant and agreeable Things to us, 
you will delay writing too long ; Proſpe- 
rity ſeldom chuſes the Side of the Virtuous ; 
and Fortune is ſo blind, that in a Crowd, 
in which there is perhaps but one wiſe and 
brave Man, it is not to be expedted ſhe 
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ſhould Gingle him out. Write to me then 
immediately, and wait not for Miracles; 
they are too ſcarce, and we too much ac- 
euſlomed to Misfortunes to expect any hap- 
Py Turn, I ſhall always have this, if you 
pleale, and this will be always agreeable 
to me , that when I receive any Letters 
from you, I ſhall know you ſtill remember 
me. Seneca, (with whoſe Writings you 
made me acquainted) as much a Stoick as 
he was, ſeemed to be ſo very. ſenfible of 
this Kind of pleaſure, that upon opening 
any Letters from Lucilius, he imagined he 
felt the ſame hin ohh as when they conver- 
led together. 

I have made it.an Oblervation fince our 
Abſence, that we are much fonder of the 
Pictures of thoſe we love, when they are 
at a great Diſtance, than when they are 
near to us. It ſeems to me, as if the, 
farther they are removed, their Pictures 
grow the more finiſhed, aud acquire a greater 
Reſlemblance : at leaſt our Imagination, 
which perpetually figures them to us by the 
Defire we have of ſeeing them again, 
makes us think ſo. By a peculiar Power, 
Love can make that ſeem Life itſelf, which, 
as ſoon as the loved Object returns, is no- 
thing but a little Canyas and dead Colours, 
I have your Picture in my Room, I never 
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paſs by it without ſtopping to look at it: 
and yet when you were preſent with me, 
I ſcarce ever caft my Eyes upon it. If a 
Picture, which is but a mute Repreſenta- 
tion of an Obje&, can give ſuch Pleaſure, 
what cannot Letters inſpire ? They have 
Souls, they can ſpeak, they have in them 
all that Force which expreſſes the Tranl- 
ports of the Heart; they have all the Fire 
of our Paſsions, they can raiſe them as 
wuch as if the Perſons themſelves were pre- 
ſent; they have all the Softneſs and Deli- 
cacy of Speech, and ſometimes a Boldneſs 
of Expreſsion even beyond it. 

We may write to each other; fo inno- 
cent a Pleaſure is not forbidden us, Let 
us not loſe, through Negligence, the only 
Happinels which is left us, and the only 
one perhaps which the Malice of our Ene- 
mies can never raviſh from us. I ſhall read 
that you are my Huſband, and you ſhall 
ſee me addreſs you as a Wife. In fpite of 
all your Misfortunes, you may be what you 
pleale in your Letters. Letters were firſt 
invented for comforting fuch ſolitary Wretch« 
es as mylelf. Having loft the ſubſtantial 
Pleaſures of ſeeing and poſſelsing you, I 
Chall in ſome Meaſure compenſate this Los, 
by the Satisfaction I ſhall find in your Writ- 
ing. There I ſhall read your moſt ſecret 
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Thoughts; I ſhall carry them always about 
me, I ſhall kiſs them every Moment; if 
you can be capable of any Jealouſy”, let 
it be for the fond Careſſes I ſhall befiow 
on your Letters , and envy only the Happi- 
neſs of thoſe Rivals. That Writing may 
be no Trouble to you, write always to me 
careleſly, and without Study: I had rather 
read the Dictates of the Heart than of the 
Brain. I cannot live, if you do not tell 
me you always love me; but that Language 
ought to be fo natural to you, that I be- 
lieve you cannot ſpeak otherwile to me, 
without great Violence to yourſelf. And 
Gnee, by that melancholy Relation to your 
Friend, you have awakened all my Sor- 
rows, it is but reaſonable you ſhould allay 
them by ſome Marks of an inviolable Love. 
I do not however reproach you for the 
innocent Artifice you made uſe of to com- 
fort a Perſon in Affliction, by comparing 
his Misfortune to another much greater. 
Charity is "ingenious in finding out ſuch 
pious Artifices , and to be commended for 
uſing them. But do you owe nothing more 
to us than to that Friend, be the Friend- 
ſhip between you ever ſo intimate? We 
are called your Sifters; we call ourſelves 
your Children; and if it were polsible to 
think of any Expreſsions which could 63- 
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nify a dearer Relation, or a more affection - 
ate Regard and mutual Obligation between 
us, we would ule them: If we could be 
ſo ungrateful as not to ſpeak our juſt Ac- 
knowledgments to you, this Church , theſe 
Altars, theſe Walls, would reproach our 
Silence and ſpeak for us, But without 
leaving it to that, it will be always a Plea- 
| Cure to me to (ay, that you only are the 
Founder of this Houle; it is wholly your 
Work. You, by inhabiting here , have 
given Fame and Sanction to a Place, known 
before only. for Robberies and Murders. 
You have in the literal Senſe made the 
Den of Thieves a Houle of Prayer. Theſe 
Cloiſters owe nothing to publick Charities ; 
our Walls were not raiſed þy the Uſury of 
Publicans , nor their Foundations laid in 
baſe Extortion. The God whom we ſerve, 
ſees nothing but innocent Riches , and 
harmleſs Votaries, whom you have placed 
here. Whatever this young Vineyard is, 
is owing all to you; and it is your Part 
to employ your whole Care to cultivate 
and improve it; this ought to be one of 
the principal Affaits of your Life. Though 
our holy Renunciation , our Vows ,, and 
our Manner of Life ſeem to ſecure us from 
all Temptations; though our Walls and 
Grates prohibit all Approaches, yet tis 
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the Outfide only, the Bark of the Tree 
is covered from Injuries: while the Sap of 
original Corruption may imperceptibly ſpread: 
within, even to the Heart, and prove 
fatal to the moft promifing Plantation , un- 
leſs continual Care be taken to cultivate 
and ſecure it. Virtue in us is grafted upon 


Nature and the Woman; the one is weak, 


and the other is always changeable. To 
plant the Lord's Vine is a Work of no 
little Labour; and after it is planted it will 
require great Application and Diligence to 
manure it. The Apoſtle of the Gentiles, 
as great a Labourer as he was, ſays, he 
hath planted, and Apollos hath watered , 
but 'tis God that gives the Increaſe. Faul 
had planted the Goſpel among the Corin- 
thians , by his holy and earneſt preaching; 
Apollos , a zealous Diſciple of that great 
Maſter , continued to cultivate it by fre- 
quent Exhortations; and the Grace of God, 
which their conſtant Prayers implored for 


that Church, made the E nen of both 


ſucceſsful. : 

This ought to be an re for your 
Conduct towards us. I know you are not 
ſlothful; yet your Labours are not directed 
to us; your Cares are waſted upon a Set 
of Men, whoſe Thoughts are only earthly, 
and you refule to reach out your Hand to 
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ſupport thoſe who are weak and ſtaggering, 
in their Way to Heaven, and who with 
all their Endeavours can ſcarcely preſerve. 
themſelves. from falling. You fling the 
Pearls of the Goſpel before Swine , when 
you ſpeak to thoſe who are filled with the 
good: Things of this World, and nouriſhed 
with the Fatneſs of the Earth; and you 
neglet the innocent Sheep, who, tender 
as they are, would yet follow you through 

Deſarts and Mountains. Why are ſuch 
Pains thrown away upon the ungrateful , 
while not a Thought is beſtowed upon your 
Children, whoſe Souls would be filled with 
a Senſe of your Goodneſs ? But why ſhould 
I intreat you in the Name of your Chil- 
dren? Is it polsible I ſhould fear obtaining 
any Thing of you, when I alk it in my 
own Name? And muſt I uſe any other 
Prayers than my own, to prevail upon 
you? The St. Auſtins, Tertullians, and 
Jeromes , have wrote to the Eudowas , 
Paulas, and Melanias ; and can you read 
thoſe Names, though of Saints, and not 
remember mine ? Can it be criminal for 
you to imitate St. Jerome , and diſcourſe 
with me concerning the Scripture ; or Ter- 
tullian, and preach- Mortification ; or St. 
Auftin , and explain to me the Nature of 


Grace ? Why ſhould I only reap no Ad- 
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vantage from your Learning? When you 
write to me, you will write to your Wife. 
Marriage has made ſuch a Correſpondence 
lawful; and fince you can, without giving 
the leaſt Scandal, ſatisfy me, why will you 
not? I am not only engaged by my Vows, 
which might poſsibly be ſometimes negle&-+ 
ed; but I have a barbarous Uncle, whoſe 
Inhumanity is a Security againſt any cri- 
minal Defire, which Tenderneſs and the 
Remembrance of our paſt Enjoyments might 
inſpire, There is nothing that can cauſe 
you any Fear; you need not fly to con- 
quer. You may ſee me, hear my Sigbs, 


and be a Witneſs of all my Sorrows, with- 


out incurring any Danger , fince you can 
only relieve me with Tears and Words, 
If I have put myſelf into a Cloifter. with 
Reaſon, perſuade me to continue in it with 
Devotion: You have been the Occaſion of 
all my Misfortunes ; you therefore muſt be 
the Inſtrument of all my Comfort. 

You cannot but remember, (for what do 
not Lovers remember 7) with what Pleafure 
I have paſt whole Days in hearing you 
diſcourſe. How when you were ablent 1 
ſhut myſelf” from every one to write to 
you; how unealy I was, till my Letter 
had come to your Hands; what artful Ma- 
nagement it required to engage Confidents 6 
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This Detail perhaps lurpriſes you, and 
you ate in Pain for what will follow. But 
Jam no longer aſhamed, that my Paſsion 
has had no Bounds for you; for I have 
done more than all this. I have hated my- 
Felf that I might love you; I came hither 
to ruin myſelf in a perpetual Impriſonment, 
tha! I might make you live quiet and eaſy. 
Nothing but Virtue, joined to a Love per- 
ſectly diſengaged from the Commerce of the 


Senſes, could have produced fuch Effects. 


Vice never inſpires any Thing like this, it 
is too much enſlaved to the Body. When 
we love Pleafures, we love the living and 
not the dead. We leave off burning with 
Deſire, for thoſe who can no longer burn 
for us. This was my cruel Uncle's No- 
non; he meaſured my Virtue by the Frailty 
of my Sex, and thought it was the Man, 
and not the Perſon, I loved. But he has 
been guilty to no Purpoſe. I love you 
more than ever, and, to revenge myſelf 
of him, I will fill love you. with all the 
Tendernels of my Soul till the laft Moment 


of my Life. If formerly. my Affection for 


you was not fo pure, if in thoſe Days the 
Mind and the Body ſhared in the Pleaſure 
of loving you, I often told you even then, 
that I was more pleaſed with polleſsing your 
Heart, than with any other Happiuels, 
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and the Man was * Mere I leaſt ne 
in you, 

You cannot but be entirely perſuaded of 
this, by the extreme Unwillingneſs I ſhewed 
to marry you; though I knew that the Name 
of Wife was honourable: in the World, 
and holy in Religion, yet the Name of 
your Miſtreſs had greater Charms, becauſe 
it was more free. The Bonds of Matri- 
mony, however honourable, till bear with 
them a neceſſary Engagement. And I was' 
very unwilling to be neceſsitated to love 


always a Man who perhaps would not al- 


ways love me. I deſpiſed the Name of 
Wife , that I might live happy with that 
of Miſtreſs; and I find by your Letter to 
your Friend, you have not forgot that 
Delieacy of Paſsion in a Woman who 
loved you always with the utmoſt Tender- 
neſs; and yet wiſhed to love you more. 
You have very juſtly obſerved in your Let- 
ter, that I eſteemed thoſe publick Engage- 
ments infipid, which form Allianees only 
to be diſſolved by Death, and which put 
Life and Love under the ſame unbappy 
Neceſsity: But you have not added how 
often I have made Proteſtations that it was 
infinitely preferable to me to live with 
Abelard as his Miſtreſs, than with any 


other as Emprels of the World, and 4hat 
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I was more happy in obeying you, than 
I ſhould have been in lawfully captivat- 
ing the Lord of the Univerſe. Riches and 
Pomp ate not the Charms of Love. True 
Tenderneſs makes us ſeparate the Lover 
from all that is external to him, and, 
ſetting alide his Quality, Fortune, and 
Employmeats , confider him ingly by 
himſelf. | 

Tis not Love, but the Defire of Riches 
and. Honour „ which makes Women run 
into the Embraces of an indolent Huſband. 
Ambition, not Affection, forms ſuch Mar- 
riages, I believe indeed they may be fol- 
| lowed with ſome Honours and Advantages, 
but I can never think that this is the Way 
to enjoy the Pleaſures of an affectionate 
Union, nor to feel thoſe ſecret and charm- 
ing Emotions of Hearts that have long 
ſrove to be united. Theſe Martyrs of Mar- 
riage pine always for larger Fortunes, which 
they think they have loft. The Wife ſees 
Huſbands richer than her own , and the 
Huſband Wives better portioned than his, 
Their interefied Vows occaſion Regret, and 
Regret produces, Hatred, They ſoon part, 
or always delire it. This refileſs and tors 
menting Paſsion puniſhes them for aiming 
at other Adyantages in Love than Love 
uſelf. | 

| it 
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If there is any Thing which may pro- 
perly be called Happineſs here below, I 
am perſuaded it is in the Union of two 
Perſons who love each other with perfe& 
Liberty , who are united by a ſecret Incli- 


nation , and ſatisfied with each other's Me- 


rit: Their Hearts are full, and leave no 
Vacancy for any other Palsion ; they en - 
joy perpetual Tranquillity , becauſe they 
enjoy Content. 
If I eould believe you as truly perſuad- 
ed of my Merit as I am of yours, I might 
ſay there has been a Time when we were 
ſuch a Pair. Alas! how was it polsible I 
ſhould not be certain of your Merit? If 1 


could ever have doubted it, the univerſal 


Elleem would have made me determine in 
your Favour, What Country , what City 
has not defired your Preſence? Could you 
ever retire , but you drew the Eyes and 
Hearts of all after you? Did not every 
one rejoice in having ſeen you ? Even 
Women , breaking through the Laws of 
Decorum which Cuſtom had impoſed upon 
them, lhewed manifeſtly they felt ſomething 
more for you than Eſteem. I have known 
ſome who have been profuſe in their Huſ- 
bands Praiſes, who have yet envied my 
Happineſs , and given firong Intimations, 
they could baye * nothing. But 
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what could reſiſt you? Your Reputation, 
| which ſo much ſoothed the Vanity of our 
Sex; your Air, your Manner; that Life 
in your Eyes which [o admirably expreſſed 
the Vivacity of your Mind; your Conver- 
fation, with that Eale and Elegance, which 
gave every Thing you ſpoke ſuch an agree- 
able and infinuating Turn; in ſhort, every 
Thing ſpoke for you: Very different from 
ſome mere Scholars, who, with all their 
Learning, have not the Capacity to keep 
up an ordinary Converſation; and with all 
their Wit, cannot win the Affections of 
Women, who have a much leſs Share 
than themſelves. Wes 
With what Eaſe did you compoſe Ver- 
ſes! And yet thoſe ingenious Trifles , which 
were but a Recreation after your more ſe- 
rious Studies, are ſtill the Entertainment 
and Delight of Perſons of the beſt Taſte. 
The ſmalleſt Song, nay the leaſt Sketch of 
any Thing you made for me, had a thou- 
ſand Beauties capable of making it laſt as 
long as there are Love or Lovers in the 
Worid. Thus thoſe Songs will be ſung in 
Honour of other Women , which you de- 
Ggned only for me; and thoſe tender and 
natural Expreſsions which ſpoke your Love, 
will help others to explain their Pafsion, 
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with much more Advantage than what they 
themſelves are capable of, 

What Rivals did your Galantries of this. 
Kind occalion me? How many Ladies laid 
Claim to them? "Twas a Tribute their 
Self-love paid to their Beauty, How many 
have I ſeen with Sighs declare their Paſsion 
for you, when after ſome common Viſit 
you had made them, they chanced to be 
complimented for the Sylvia of your Poems! 
Others in Deſpair and Envy have reproach-- 
ed me, that I had no Charms but what 
your Wit beſtowed on me, nor in any 
Thing the Advantage over them, but in 
being beloved by you. Can you believe 
me if I tell you, that notwithſtanding the 
Vanity of my Sex, I thought myſelf pecu- 
liarly happy in having a Lover, to whom 
I was obliged for my Charms: And took 
a ſecret Pleaſure in being admired by a 
Man , who when he pleaſed could raiſe hi; 
Mifireſs to the Character of a Goddeſs ? 
Pleaſed with your Glory only, I read with 
Delight all thoſe Praiſes you offered me, 
and without reflecting how little I deſerved, 
I believed myſelf ſuch as you delcribed me, 
that I might be more certain I pleaſed you. 

But oh! where is that happy Time fled 7? 
I now lament my Lover, and of all my 
Joys there remains Nothing but the painful 

K 2 
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Remembrance that they are pat. Now 
learn, all you my Rivals who once viewed 
my Happineſs with ſuch jealous Eyes, that 
he you once envied me, can never more 


be yours or mine. I loved him; my Love 


was his Crime , and the Cauſe of his Pu- 
niſhment, My beauty once charmed him; 
Pleaſed with each other, we palled our 
brighteſt Days in Tranquillity and Happi- 
neſs, If that was a Crime, tis a Crime 
I am yet fond of, and I have no other 
Regret, than that againſt my Will I muft 
neceſſarily be innocent. But what do I 
ſay ? My Misfortune was to bave cruel 
Relations, whoſe Malice difturbed the Calm 
we enjoyed: Had they been capable of the 
Returns of Reaſon, I had now been happy 
in the Enjoyment of my dear Huſband. 
Oh! how cruel were they whea their blind 
Fury urged a Villain to ſurpriſe you in 
your Sleep! Where was I? Where was 
your Heloiſe then? What Joy ſhould I 
have had in defending my Lover! I would 
have guarded you from Violence, though at 
the Expence of my Life; my Cries and 
Shrieks alone would have fiopped the 


Hand — — — Oh! whither does the Exceſs 


of Paſsion hurry me? Here Love is ſhocked, 
and ModeRy, joined with Deſpair, deprive 
me of Words: 'Tis Eloquenee to be filent 
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where no Expreſsions can reach the Great- 
xeſs of the Misfortune. | | 

But tell me whence proceeds your Ne- 
glet of me fince my being profeſſed ? You 
know Nothing moved me to it but your 
Diſgrace , nor did I give any Conſent but 
yours, Let me hear what is the Occafion 


of your Coldneſs , or give me Leave ts 


tell you now my Opinion. Was it not 


the ſole View of Pleaſure which engaged 


vou to me? And has not my Tenderneſs, 


by leaving you Nothing to wiſh for, ex- 


tinguiſhed your Defires ? Wretched Heloi/e! 
You could pleaſe when you wiſhed to avoid 
it: You merited Incenſe, when you could 
remove to a Diſtance the Hand that offered 
it. But fince your Heart has been ſoſten- 


ed, and has yielded; fince you have de- 


voted and ſacrificed yourſelf, you are de- 
ſerted and forgotten. I am convinced, by 
ſad Experience, that it is natural to avoid 
thoſe to whom we have been too muck 
obliged ; and that uncommon Generobty 
produces Neglect rather than Acknowledg- 
ment. My Heart ſurrendered too ſoon, to 
gain the Efteem of the Conqueror; you 
took it without Difficulty , and give it up 
as eafily. But ungrateful as you are, I 


will never conſent to it. And though in 


this Place I ought not to retain a Wilh of 
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my own, yet I have ever ſecretly preſerved 
the Defire of being beloved by you. When 
J pronounced my [ad Vow, I then had 
about me your lafi Letters, in which you 
proteſted you would be wholly mine, and 
would never live but to love me. Tis to 
you therefore I have offered myſelf; you 
had my Heart , and I had yours ; do not 
demand any Thing back; you muſt bear 
with my Paſsion, as a Thing which. of 
Right belongs to you, and from which n 
can no Ways be diſengaged. 

Alas! What Folly is it to talk at this 
Rate? I ſee Nothing here but Marks of 
the Deity, and I ſpeak of Nothing but 
Man! You have been the cruel Occahon 
of this, by your Conduct: Unfaithful Man! 
Ought you at once to break off loving me? 
Why did you not deceive me for 1 while, 
rather than immediately. abandon me ? If 
you had given me at leaſt but ſome faint 
Signs even of a dying Paſsion, I myſelf 
had favoured the Deception, But in vain 
would I flatter myſelf that you could be 
conſtant ; you bave left me no Colour of 
making your Excuſe. I am earnefily defir- 
ous to ſee you, but if that be impolsible, 
I will content myſelf with a few Lines 
from your Hand. Is it ſo hard for one 
who loves, to write? I aſk for none of 
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your Letters filled with Learning, and writ 
for your Reputation: All I debre is ſuch 
Letters as the Heart dictates, and which the 
Hand can ſearce write faſt enough. How 
did I deceive myſelf with the Hopes that 
you would be wholly mine, when I took 
the Veil, and engaged mylelf to live for 
ever under your Laws? For in being pro- 
felled, I vowed no more than to be yours 
only, and I obliged mylelf voluntarily to 
a Confinement in which you deſired to place 
me. Death only then can make me. leave 
the Place where you have fixed me: and 
then too my Aſaes ſhall reſt here, and 
wait for yours, in order to ſhew my Obe- 
dience and Devotednels to you, to the * 
et Moment polsible. ; 

Why ſhould I conceal from you the Se- 
cret of my Call? you know it was neither 
Zeal nor Devotion which led me to the 
Cloifter. Your Conſcience is too faithful a 
Witneſs to permit you to diſown it. Yet 
here I am, and here I will remain; to 
this Place an unfortunate Love and my 
cruel Relations have condemned me. But 
if you do not continue your Concern for 
me, if I loſe your Affection, what have 
I gained by my Impriſonment ? what Re. 
compence can I hope for? The unhappy 
Conſequences of a criminal Conduct, and 
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your Diſgraces , have put on me this Habit 
of Chaſtity , and not the fincere Dehre of 
being truly penitent. Thus I ſtrive and la- 
bour in vain. Among thoſe who are wed- 
ded to God, I ſerve a Man; among the 
heroick Supporters of the Croſs, I am a 


Poor Slave to a human Paſsion; at the 


Head of a religious Community , I am de- 
voted to Abelard only. What a Prodigy 
am I ? Enlighten me, O Lord! — Does 


thy Grace or my own Deſpair draw theſe 


Words from me? I am ſenfible I am, in 
the Temple of Chaſtity, covered only with 
the Aſhes of that Fire which hath conſumed 
ns. I am here, I confeſs, a Sinner, but 
one who far_ from weeping for her Sins, 
weeps only for her Lover; far fiom ab- 
horring her Crimes , endeavours only to 


add to them; and who with a Weakneſs 


unbecoming the State Iam in, pleaſe myſelf 
continually with the Remembrance of paſt 
Actions, when it is impolsible to renew 
them. 

Good God! what is all this! I reproach 
myſelf for my own Faults, I accuſe you 
for yours, and to what Purpole? Veiled 
as I am, behold in what a Diſorder you 
have plunged me! How difficult is it to 
fight always for Duty againſt Inclination? I 
know what Obligations this Veil lays on 

me, 
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me , but I feel mare ſtrongly what Power 
a long habitual Paſsion has over my Heart. 
I am conquered by my Inclination, My 
Love troubles my Mind, and dilorders my 
Will, Sometimes I am ſwayed by the Sen- 
timents of Piety which ariſe in me, and 
the next Moment I yield up my Imagina- 
tion to all that is amorous and tender. I 
tell you to-day what I would not have 
ſaid to you yeſterday, I had reſolved to 
love you no more ; I confidered I had 
made a Vow , taken the Veil, and am 
as it were dead and buried; yet there-riles 
unexpeRedly from the Bottom of my Heart 
a Paſsion which triamphs over all theſe 
Notions, and darkens all my Reaſon and 
Devotion. You reign in ſuch inward Re- 
treats of my Soul, that I know not where 
to attack you: When I endeavour to break 
thofe Chains by which I am bound to you, 
I only deceive mylelf, and all the Efforts 
1 am able to make ferve but to bind them 
the faſter. Oh, for Pity's Sake, help a 
Wretch to renounce her Deſires, herſelf, 
and, if it be polsible; even to renounce 
You! If you are a Lover, a Father, help 
a Miſtreſs, comfort a Child! Theſe tender 
Names , cannot they move you ? Yield 
eiiher to Pity or Love. If you gratify my 
Requeſt, I ſhall continue a Religious without 
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longer prophaning my Calling. I am ready 
to humble myſelf with you to the wonder- 
ful Providence of God, who. does all Things. 
for our Sanctification, who by his Grace 
purifies all that is vicious and corrupt in 
the Principle, and by the inconceivable 
Riches of his Mercy draws us to himſelf 
againft our Wiſhes, and by Degrees opens 
our Eyes to diſcern the Greatneſs of his. 
Bounty, which at firſt we would not un- 
derfiand. 

I thought to end my Eetter here, But 
now I am complaining againſt you, I muſt 
unload my Heart, and tell you all its Jea- 
loufies and Reproaches. Indeed I thought 
it ſomething hard, that when we had both 
engaged to conſecrate ourſelves to Heaven, 
you ſhould inſiſt upon my doing it firſt. 
Does Abelard then, ſaid I. ſuſpect he Thall 
ſee. renewed in me the Example of Lot's 
Wife, who could not forbear looking back 
when ſhe left Sodom? If my Youth and. 
Sex might give Occaſion of Fear, that I 
ſhould return to the World; could not my. 
Behaviour, my Fidelity, and this Heart 
which you ought to know , could not. theſe 
baniſh fluch ungenerous Apprehenlions 7 
This diftruſiful Forefight. touched me ſen» 


 fGibly. I laid to myſelf, There was a Time 


when he could rely upon my bare Word, 
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and does he now want Vows to ſecure 
himſelf of me? What Occafion have I giv- 
en him in the whole Coarſe of my Life 
to admit the leaſt Suſpicion ? I could meet 
him at all his Aſsignations, and would 1 
decline following him to the Seats of Ho- 
lineſs? I who have not refuſed to be a 
Victim of Pleaſure to gratify him, can he 
think I would refuſe to be a Sacrifice of 
Honour to obey him? Has Vice ſuch Charms 
to well-born Souls? and when we have once 
drank of the Cup of Sinners, is it with 
fuch Vifficulty that we take the Chalice of 
Saints? Or did you believe yourſelf a great- 
er Maſter to teach Vice than Virtue, or did 
you think it was more eaſy to perſuade me 
to the firſt than the latter? No: This Sul- 
picion would be injurious to both. Virtue 
is too amiable not to be embraced, when 
you reveal her Charms; and Vice too hid- 
eous not to be avoided, when you ſhew 
her Doformities. Nay, when you pleaſe, 
any Thing ſeems lovely to me, and No- 
\thing is frightful or difficult when you are 
by. Iam only week when I am alone and 
unſupported by you, and therefore it de- 
pends on you alone, that I may be ſuch 
as you defire. I wiſh to Heaven you had 
not ſuch a Power over me. If you had 
any Occaſion to fear, you would be lefs- 
L 2 
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9 negligent. But what is there for you to 
| 
| 


fear? I have done too much, and now 
have Nothing more to do, but to triumph 


| over your Ingratitude. When we lived 
| lf li happy together, you might have made it a 

its Doubt whether Pleaſure or Affection united 
[| me more to you ; but the Place from whence 
I write to you, muſt now have entirely 
taken away that Doubt. Even here I love 
you as much as ever I did in the World. 
If I had loved Pleaſures, could I not yet 
have found Means to have gratified myſelf? 

was not. above twenty-two Years old: 
FAnd there were other Men left, though 
I was deprived of A5elard: And yet did 1 
not bury myſelf alive in a Nunnery, and 
triumph over Love, at an Age capable of 
enjoying it in its fall Latitude? "Tis to you 
I ſacrifice theſe Remains of a- tranſitory 
Beauty, theſe: widowed Nights and tedious 
Days, which I paſs without ſeeing you; 
and fince you cannot poſſeſs them, I take 
them from you to offer them to Heaven, 
and to make, alas! but a ſecondary Obla- 
tion of my Heart, my Days, and my Liſe! 

I am ſenfible IJ have dwelt too long on 
.this Head; I ought to ſpeak leſs to you of 
your Misfortunes, and of my own Suffer- 
ings, for Love of you. We tarniſh the 
Luſtre of our moſt beautiful Actions when 
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we applaud them ourſelves. This is true, 
and yet there is a Time when we may with 
Decency commend ourſelves; when we have - 
to do with thole whom baſe Ingratitude 
has ſtupified, we cannot too much praile 
our own good Actions. Now if you were 
of this Sort of Men, this would be a home 
Reflection on you. Irreſolute as I am, I 
ſtill love you, and yet I muſt hope for no- 
thing. I have renounced Life, and firipped 
myſelf of every Thing, but I find I neither 
have nor can renounce my Abelard : Though 
I have loft my Lover, I ſtill preferve my 
Love. O Vows! O Convent! I have not 
lok my Humanity under your inexorable 
Diſcipline! You have not made me Marble 
by changing my Habit: My Heart is not 
hardened by my Impriſonment; I am ſtill 
ſenfible to what has touched me, though 
alas I ought not to be ſo ! Without offend- 
ing your Commands, permit a Lover to ex- 
hort me to live in Obedience to your rigo- 
rous Rules. Your Yoke will be lighter, if 
that Hand ſupport me under it; your Exer- 
ciles will be amiable, if he ſhews me their 
Advantage. Retirement, Solitude! You will 
not appear terrible, if I may but ſtill know 
I bave any Place in his Memory, A Heart 
which has been ſo ſenfibly affected as mine, 
cannot ſoon be indifferent. We fluQuate 
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long between Love and Hatred, before we 


can arrive at a happy Tranquillity , and 
we always flatter ourlelves with ſome diſtant 
Hope, that we ſhall not be quite forgotten. 
| Yes, Abelard, I conjure you by the 
Chains I bear here , to eaſe the Weight 
of them, and make them as agreeable as I 
wiſh they were to me: Teach me the Ma- 
xims of Divine Love. Since yo have 
forſaken me, I glory in being wedded to 
Heaven. My Heart adores that Title, and 
diſdains any other; tell me how this Divine 
Love is nouriſhed , how it operates, and 
purifies itlelf, When we were toſled in the 
Ocean of the World , we' could hear of 
Nothing but your Verſes , which 'publiſhed 
every where our Joys and our Plealures. 
Now we are in the Haven of Grace, is it 
not fit you ſhould diſcourſe to me of this 
Happineſs, and teach me every Thing 
which might improve and heighten. it? 
Shew me the ſame Complaiſance in my 
preſent Condition , as you did when we 
were in the World, Without changing the 
Ardor of our Affections, let us change 
their Object; let us leave our Songs, and 
ling Hymns; let us lift up our Hearts to 


God, and have no Tranſports but for his 
Glory. 
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I expect this from you as a Thing you 
cannot refuſe me. God has a peculiar Right 
over the Hearts of great Men, which he 
has created. When he pleaſes to touch 
them, he raviſhes them, and lets them not 
ſpeak nor breathe but for his Glory: Till 
that Moment of Grace arrives, O think of 
me — — do not forget me — — remember 


my Love, my Fidelity , my Conftancy ; 


love me as your Miſtreſs, cheriſh me as 
your Child, your Siſter, your Wife. Con- 
fider that I ſtill love you, and yet ſtrive 
to avoid loving you. What a Word, what 
a Deſign is this ! I ſhake with Horror, 
and my Heart revolts again what I fay. 
I ſhall blott all my Paper with Tears — 
I end my long Letter, wiſhing you, if you 
can dehre it, (would to Heaven I could) 
for ever Adieu. 
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LETTER II. 
ABELARD to HELOISE. 


That the Reader may make a right Judge 
ment on the following Letter, it is pro» 
per he ſhould be informed of the Condi. 
tion Abelard was in when he wrote it. 
The Duke of Britany, whoſe Subject he 
was born , jealous of the Glory of France, 
which then ingroſjed all the moft famous 
Scholars of Europe, and being beſides 
acquainted with the Perſecution Abelard 
had ſuffered from his Enemies, had no- 
minated him to the Abby of Sf. Gildas, 
and by this Benefaftion and Mark of 
his Efteem , engaged him to paſs the 
reſt of his Days in his Dominions, He 
received this Favour with great Joy, 
imagining , that by leaving France, he 
ſhould loſe his Paſsion, and gain à new 
Turn of Mind upon entering into his 
new Dignity. The Abby of St. Gildas 
is ſeated upon a Rock, which the Sea 
beats with its Waves. Abelard, who 
had laid on himſelf the Neceſsity of van- 
guiſhing à Paſsion which Abſence had 
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n a great Meaſure weakened , endeav- 
oured in this Solitude to extinguiſh the 
Remains of it by his Tears. But upon 
his receiving the foregoing Letter , he 
could not refift ſo powerful an Attack , 
but proves as weak and as much to be 
pitied as Heloiſe: *Tis not then a Ma- 

fer or Director that ſpeaks to her, but 
a Man who had loved her, and loves 
her ftill: And under this Character we 
are to conſider Abelard when he wrote 
-the following Letter. If he ſeems by 
fome Paſſages in it to have begun to 
feel the Motions of Divine Grace, they 
appear as yet to be only by Starts, 4 
without any Uniformity. 


OULD I hare Wade that a 

Letter not written to yourſelf could 
have fallen into your Hands, I had been 
more cautious not to have inſerted any 
Thing in it which might awaken the Me- 
mory of our paſt Misfortunes. I deſcribed 
with Boldneſs the Series of my Dilgraces 
to a Friend, in order to make him leſs 
ſenüble of the Loſs be had ſuſtained, If 


by this well-meaning Artifice I have diſ- 


turbed you, I purpoſe here to dry up thoſe 
Tears which the [ad Deſcription occaſioned 
you to {hed :; I intend to mix my Grief” 
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with yours, and pour out my Heart before 
you; in lhort, to lay open before your 
Eyes all my Trouble, and the Secret af 
my Soul, which my Vanity has hitherto 
made me conceal from the reſt of the 
World , and which you now force from 
me, in ſpite of my Reſolutions to the con- 
trary. 1 7 

It is true, that in a Senſe of the Af- 
flictions which had befallen us, and oblery- 
ing that no Change of our Condition was 
to be expected; that thole proſperous Days 
which had ſeduced us were now paſt, and 
there remained nothing but to eraſe out of 
our Minds, by painful Endeavours, all 


Marks and Remembrance of them, I had 


wiſhed to find in Philoſophy and Religion 
a Remedy for my Dilgrace: I ſearched out 
an Aſylum to ſecure me from Love, I 
was come to the ſad Experiment of mak- 
ing Vows to harden my Heart, But what 
have I gained by this ? If my Paſsion has 


been put under a Reſtraint, my Ideas yet 


remain. I promiſe myſelf that I will forget 
you , and yet cannot think of it without 
loving you ; and am pleaſed with that 
Thought. My Love is not at all weakened 
by thoſe Reflections I make in order to 
free mylelf. The Silence I am ſurrounded 
with makes me more Cſenfible to its Im- 
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preſsions, and while I am unemployed with 
any other Things, this makes itſelf the Bu- 
fineſs of my whole Vacation; till, after a 
Multitude of uſeleſs Endeavours , I begin 
to perſuade myſelf, that 'tis a ſuperfſuous 
Trouble to ſtrive to free myſelf; and that 
it is Wiſdom ſufficient if I can conceal 
from every one but you, my Confukion and 
Weaknels. 

I remove to a Diſtance from your Per- 
fon, with an Intention of avoiding you as 
an Enemy; and yet I inceſſantly ſeek for 
you in my Mind: I recall your Image in 
my Memory; and in ſuch different Diſquiet- 
udes I betray and contradict myſelf, I hate 
you ; I love you: Shame prelles me on all 
Sides; I am at this Moment afraid left I 
ſhould ſeem more indifferent than you, and 
yet I am aſhamed to diſcover my Trouble. 
How weak are we in ourſelves, if we do 
not ſupport ourſelves on the Crols of Chriſt ! 
Shall we have ſo little Courage, and ſhall 
that Uncertainty your Heart labours with, 
of ſerving two Maſters , affect mine too? 
You ſee the Confuſion 1 am in, what I 
blame myſelf for, and what I ſuffer. Re- 
ligion commands me to purſue Virtue , ſince 
I have nothing to hope for from Love. 
But Love fill preſerves its Dominion in 
my Fancy, and entertains itſelf with paſt ' 
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Pleaſures. ' Memory [applies the Place of 
a Miſtrels. Piety and Duty are not always 
the Fruits of Retirement; even in Deſarts, 
where the Dew of Heaven falls not on us, 
we love what we. ought no longer to love. 
The Palsions, ſtirred up by Solitude, fill 
thoſe Regions of Death and Silence; and 
it is very ſeldom that what ought to be is 
truly followed there, and that God only is 
loved and ſerved. Had I always had ſuch 
Notions as thele , I had inſtructed you 
better. You call me your Maſter; tis true, 
you were intruſted to my. Care. I ſaw you, 
J was earneſt to teach you vain Sciences; 
it coſt you your Innocence, and me my 
Liberty. Your Uncle, who was fond of 
you, became therefore my Enemy, and 
revenged himſelf on me. If now, having 
loſt the Power of ſatisfying my Palsion, I 
had loſt too that of loving you, I ſhould 
have ſome Conſolation. My Enemies would 
have given me that Tranquillity , which 
Origen purchaſed by a Crime, How mi- 
ſerable am II My. Misfortune does not loole 
my Chains, my Palsion grows furious by 
Impotence, and that Delire I fill have for 
you amid all my Diſgraces, makes me more 


unhappy than the Misfortune itſelf. I find 


mylelf much more- guilty in my Thoughts 
of you, even amidſt my Tears, than in 
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poſſeſsing yourſelf when I was in full Li- 
berty, I continually think of you, I con» 
tinually call to Mind that Day when you 
beſtowed on me the firſt Marks of your 
Tendernels. In this Condition, Q Lord! 
if I run to proſtrate myſelf beſore thy Al- 
tars, if I beſeech thee to pity me, why 
does not the pure Flame of thy Spirit com 
fume. the Sacrifice that is offered to thee ? 
Cannot this Habit of Penitence which L 
wear , interelt Heaven to treat me more 
favourably ? But that is ſtill inexorable, 
becauſe my Palsion flill lives in me; the 
Fire is only covered over with deceitful 
Aſhes, and cannot be extinguiſhed but by 
extraordinary Grace, We deceive Men, 
but Nothing is hid. from God. 

You tell me, that 'tis for me you live 
under that Veil which covers you; why do 
you prophane your Vocation with ſugh 
Words? Why provoke a jealous God by a 
Blaſphemy ? I hoped, after our Separation, 
you would have changed your Sentiments ; 
I hoped too, that God would have deliy- 
ered me from the Tumult of my Senſes 
and that Contrariety which. reigns in my 
Heart. We commonly die to the Affections 
of thole whom we ſee no more, and they 
to ours: Abſence is the Tomb of Love. 
But to me Abſence is an unquiet Remens- 
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brance of what I once loved, which con- 
tinually torments me. I flattered myſelf 
that when I ſhould fee you no more, you 
would only ret in my Memory , without 
giving any Trouble to my Mind; that Bri- 
fany and the Sea would inſpire other 
Thoughts; that my Faſts and Studies would 
by Degrees eraſe you out of my Heart: 
But in ſpite of ſevere Faſis and redoubled 
Studies, in ſpite of the Diſtance of three 
hundred Miles which ſeparates us ; your 
Image, ſuch as you deſcribe yourſelf in 
your Veil, appears to me, and confounds 
all my Reſolutions, 

What Means have I not uſed? I have 
armed my own Hands againſt myſelf; I 
have exhauſted my Strength in conſtant 
Exerciſes; I comment upon St. Faul; 1 
diſpute with Ariſtotle: In ſhort, I do all 
I uled- to do before I loved you, but all 
in vain; nothing can be ſucceſsful that op- 
poles you. Oh! do not add to my Mi- 
feries by your Conftaney ; forget, if you 
can, your Favours, and that Right which 
they claim over me; permit me to be in- 
different. I envy their Happineſs who have 
never loved; how quiet and ealy are they ! 
But the Tide of Pleaſures has always a Re- 
flux of Bitterneſs; IJ am but too much con- 
vinced now of this ; but though I am no 
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longer deceived by Love, I am not cured: 
While my Reaſon. condemns it, my Heart 
declares for it. I am deplorable „that I 
have not the Ability to free mvſelf from a 
Paſsion which ſo many Circumſtances, this- 
Place, my Perſon, and my Diſgraces, tend 
to deſtroy. I yield, without conſidering that 
a Reſiſtance would wipe out my paſt Of- 
fences, and would procure me in their 
Stead , Merit and Repoſe. Why ſhould 
you ule Eloquence to reproach me for my 
Flight, and for my Silence? Spare the Re- 
cital of our Alsignations, and your con- 


ſtant Exactneſs to them; without calling up 


ſuch diſturbing Thoughts, I have enough to 
ſuffer. What great Advantages would Phi- 
loſlophy give us over other Men, if by 
fiudying it we could learn to govern our 
Paſsions ? But how humbled ought we to 
be when we cannot maſter them? What 
Efforts. „ what Relapſes, what Agitations 
do we undergo 7 And how long are we 
toſt in this Confufion, unable to exert. our 
Reaſon, to pollefs our Souls, or to rule 
our Affections? 

What a troubleſome Employment is Love . 
and how valuable is Virtue even upon 
Confideration of our own Eaſe! Recolle& 
your Extravagancies of Palsion, gueſs at 
my Diſtractions ; number vp our Ca. es, it 
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posible, our Griefs, and our Inquietudes; 
throw theſe Things out of the Account, and 
let Love have all its remaining Softneſs and 
Pleaſure. How little is that? And yet for 
fuach Shadows of Enjoyments which at firſt 
appeared to us, are we ſo weak our whole 
Lives that we cannot now help writing to 
each other, covered as we are with Sack- 
cloth and Aſhes: How much happier ſhould 
we be, if by our Humiliation and Tears 
we could make our Repentance ſure ? The 
Love of Pleaſure is not eradicated out of 
the Soul, but by extraordinary Efforts; it 
has ſo powerful a Party in our Breaſts, 
that we find it difficult to condemn it our- 
ſelves. What Abhorrence can I be ſaid to 
have of my Sins, if the Objects of them 
are always amiable to me? How can I ſe- 
parate from the Perſon I love, the Paſsion 
I muſt deteſt? Will the Tears I ſhed be 
fufficient to render it odious to me? I know 
not how it happens, there is always a Plea- 
fure in weeping for a beloved Object. Tis 
difficult in our Sorrow to diſtinguiſh Peni- 
tence from Love. The Memory of the Crime, 
and the Memory of the Object which has 
charmed us, are too nearly related to be 
immediately ſeparated. And the Love of 
God in its Beginning , does not wholly an- 


nihilate the Loye of the Creature, 
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But what Excuſes could I not find in you, 
if the Crime were excuſable? Unprofitable 
Honour, troubleſome Riches, could never 
tempt me; but thoſe Charms, that Beauty, 
that Air, which I yet behold at this In- 
fant , have occafhoned my Fall. Your 
Looks were the Beginning of my Guilt ; 
your Eyes, your Diſcourle, pierced my 
Heart ; and in ſpite of that Ambition. and 
Glory which filled it, and offered to make 
a Defence, Love ſoon made itſelf Maſter. 
God, in Order to puniſh me, forſook me, 
His Providence permitted thoſe Conſequen- 
ces which have fince happened. You are no 
longer of the World; you have renounced 
it: I am a Religious, devoted to Solitude ; 
ſhall we make no Advantage of our Con. 
dition? Would you deftroy my Piety in 
its Infant State? Would you have me for- 
ſake the Convent into which I am but newly 
entered? Muſt I renounce my Vows? I have 
made them in the Preſence of God: Whith- 
er ſhall I fly from his Wrath, if I violate 
them? Suffer me to ſeek for Eale in my 
Duty: How difficult is it to procure that! 
I paſs whole Days and Nights alone in this 


Cloifter , without clofing my Eyes. My 


Love burns fiercer, amidſt the happy In- 

difference of thole who ſurround me, and 

my Heart is at once pierced with your 
| M : 
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Sorrows and its own. Oh what a Loſs 
have I ſuftained, when I confider your 
Conſtancy ! What Pleaſures have I miſled 
enjoying! I ought not to confeſs this Weak- 
nels to you; I am ſenfible I commit a Fault; 
if I could have ſhewed more Firmnels of 
Mind , 1 ſhould perhaps have provoked 
your Reſentment againſt me, and your 
Anger might work that Effect in you which 
your Virtue could not. If in the World I 
publiſhed my Weaknels by Verles and Love- 
ſongs, ought not the dark Cells of this Houle 
to conceal that Weaknels, at leaſt under an 
Appearance of Piety? Alas! I am ſtill the 
ſame! Or if I avoid the Evil, I cannot do 
the Good; and yet I ought to join both, 
in order to make this Manner of Living 
profitable. But how difficult is this in the 
Trouble which ſurrounds me? Duty, Rea- 
fon, and Deceney, which upon other Occa- 
Bons have ſome Power over me, are here 
entirely uſelels. The Goſpel is a Language 
I do not underſtand when it oppoles my 
Paſsion. Thoſe Oaths which I have taken 
before the Holy Altar, are feeble Helps 
when oppoled to you. Amidfi ſo many 
Voices which call me to my Duty, I hear 
and obey Nothing but the ſecret DiQates of 
a deſperate Palsion, Void of all Reliſh for 
Virtue , any Concern for my Condition, or 
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any Application to my Studies, I am con- 
tinually preſent by my Imagination where 
I ought not to be, and I find I have no 
Power, when I would at any Time cor- 
rect it. I feel a perpetual Strife between 
my Inclination and my Duty. I find my- 
ſelf entirely a diſtracted Lover; unquiet in 
the Mid of Silence, and reftlels in this 
Abode of Peace and Repole, How ſhame- 
ful is ſuch a Condition! 

Confider me no more, I entreat you, 
as a Founder, or any great Perſonage; your 
Fncomiums do but ill agree with ſuch mul- 
tiplied Weakneſſes. I am a miſerable Sin- 
ner, proſtrate before my Judge; and with 
my Face preſſed to the Earth, I mix my 
Tears and Sighs in the Duſt, when the 
Beams of Grace and Reaſon elighten me. 
Come, ſee me in this Poſture, and ſollicit 
me to love you? Come, if you think fit, 
and in your Holy Habit thruſt yourſelf be- 
tween God and me, and be a Wall of 
Separation, Come , and force from me 
thoſe Sighs, Thoughts, and Vows, which 
I owe to him only. Aſsift the evil Spirits, 
and be the Infirument of their Malice, 
What cannat you induce a Heart to, whole 
Weakneſs you ſo perfectly know? But rath- 
er withdraw yourſelf, and contribute to my 
Salvation, Suffer me to avoid DefiruQion, 

M 4 


140 ABELARD 7 HELOIS E. 
I entreat you, by our former tendereſt Af. 
fection, and by our common Misfortunes, 
It will always be the higheſt Love to ſhew 
none: I here releale you of all your Oaths 
and Engagements. Be God's wholly, to 
whom you are appropriated; I will never 
oppoſe lo pious a Defign. How happy ſhall 
I be if I thus loſe you! then Thall I be 
indeed a Religious, and you a perfect 
Example of an Abbels. 

Make yourſelf Amends by ſo glorious a 
Choice; make your Virtue a SpeQacle 
worthy Men and Angels: Be humble among 
your Children, aſsiduous in your Choir, 
exact in your Diſcipline , diligent in your 
Reading; make even your Recreations uſe- 
ful. Have you purchaſed your Vocation at 
Jo ſlight a Rate, as that you ſhould not turn 
it to the beft Advantage ?-Since you have 
permitted yourſelf to be abuſed by falſe 
Doctrine, and criminal Inſtructions, refit 
not thoſe good Counlels which Grace and 
Religion inſpire me with. IT muſt confels to 
you, I have thought myſelf hitherto an abler 
Mafer to inſtill Vice, than to excite Virtue. 
My falle Eloquence has only ſet off falle 
Good, My Heart, drunk with Voluptuoul- 
nels, could only ſuggeſt Terms proper and 
moving to recommend that. The Cup of | 
Sianers overflows with ſo enchanting a 
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Sweetnels, and we are naturally ſo much in- 
olined to tale it, that it needs only be of- 
fered to us. On the other Hand, the Chalice 


of Saints is filled with a bitter Draught, and 


Nature ſtarts from it. And yet you reproach 
me with Cowardice for giving it you firſt; 1 
willingly ſubmit to theſe Accuſations, I can- 
not enough admire the Readineſs you ſhew- 
ed to take the religious Habit: Bear there- 
fore with Courage the Croſs which you have 
taken up ſo refolutely, Drink of the Cha- 
lice of Saints, even to the Bottom, with- 
out turning your Eyes with Uncertainty 
upon me. Let me remove far from you, 
and obey the Apoſtle who hath ſaid, Fly. 
You intreat me to return, under a Pre- 
tence of Devotion. Your Earnefineſs in this 
Point creates a Suſpicion in me, and makes 
me doubtful how to anſwer you. Should 
I commit an Error here, my Words would 
bluſh , If I may (ay ſo, after the Hifiory 
of my Misfortunes, The Church is jealous 


of its Glory, and commands that her Chil- 


dren ſhould be induced to the Practice of 
Virtue by virtuous Means, When we have 
Teproached God after an unblameable Man- 
ner, we may then with Boldnels invite 
others to him. But to forget Heloife, to 
ſee her no more, is what Heaven demands 


of Abelard ;. and to expect Nothing from 
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Abelard, to loſe him, even in Idea, is 
what Heaven enjoins Heloiſe, To forget, 
in the Caſe of Love, is the moſt necellary 
Penitence, and the moſt difficult. It is eaſy 
to Tecount our Faults; how many , through 
Indifcretion , have made themlelves a ſe- 
cond Pleaſure of this, inftead of confelsing 
them with Humility. The only Way to 
return to God is, by neglecting the Crea- 
ture which we have adored, and adoring 
God whom we have neglected. This may 
appear harſh, but it muſt be done if we 
would be laved. 

To make it more eaſy, obſerve why I 
preſſed you to your Vow before I took 
mine ; and pardon my Sincerity , and the 
Defign I have of meriting your Neglect and 
Hatred, if I conceal Nothing from you of 
the Particulars you enquire after. When 
I ſaw myſelf to opprelled with my Mis- 
fortune, my Impotency made me jealous , 
and I conlidered all Men as my Rivals. 
Love has more of Diſtruſt than Aſſurance, 
I was apprehenfive of Abundance of Things, 
becauſe I ſaw I had Abundance of Defects; 
and being tormented with Fear from my 
own Example, I imagined your Heart, 
which had been ſo much accuſtomed to 
Love, would not be long without entering 
into a new Engagement, Jealouſy can ealily 
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believe the moſt dreadful — 1 
was deſirous to put mylelf out of a Polsi- 
bility of doubting of you. I was very ur- 
gent to perſuade you, that Decency required 


you ſhould withdraw from the envious Eyes 
of the World; that Modeſty, and our Friend- 


ſhip, demanded itz nay, that your own 
Safety obliged you to it; and that after ſuch 


a Revenge taken upon me, you could ex- 


pe@ to be ſecure no where but in a Convent. 


I will do you Juſtice, you were very 
eaſily perſuaded to it. My Jealouſy ſe- 
cretly triumphed over your innocent Com- 
pliance: and yet, triumphant as I was, I 
yielded you wp to God with an unwilling 
Heart. I ſtill kept my Gift as much as was 
polsible, and only parted with it that I 
might effeQually put it out of the Power of 
Men, I did not perſuade you to Religion 
out of any Regard to your Happineſs, but 
condemned you to it; like an Enemy who 
deſtroys what he cannot carry off. And 
yet you heard my Diſcourſes with Kind- 
nels; you ſometimes interrupted me with 
Tears, and preſſed me to acquaint you 
which of the Convents was moſt in my 
Eſteem. What a Comfort did I feel in 
ſeeing you [hut up! I was now at Eaſe, 
and took a Satisfaction in conſidering that 


you did not continue long in the World 
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after my Diſgrace, and that you would re- 
turn into it no more. 

But ſtill this was doubtful. I imagined 
Women were incapable of maintaining any 
conſtant Reſolutions, unleſs they were for- 
ced by the Necelsity of fixed Vows. I want- 
ed thoſe Vows, and Heaven itſelf for your 
Security , that I might no longer diſtruſt 
you. Ye holy Manfions, ye impenetrable 
Retreats, from what numberleſs Apprehen- 
ons have you freed me? Religion and 
Piety keep a ſtrict Guard round your 
Grates and high Walls. What a Haven of 
Reft is this to a jealous Mind! And with 
what Impatience did I endeavour it! I went 
every Day trembling to exhort you to this 
Sacrifice ; I admired , without daring to 
mention it then, a Brightneſs in your 
Beauty which I had never obſeryed before. 
Whether it was the Bloom of a rifing Vir- 
tue, or an Anticipation of that great Loſs 
I. was going to ſuffer, I was not curious 
in examining the Cauſe, but only haſtened 
your being profeſſed. I engaged your Prior- 
eſs in my Guilt by a criminal Bribe, with 
which I purchaſed the Right of burying you. 
The profeſſed of the Houle were alike brib- 
ed, and concealed from you, by my Di- 
rections, all their Scruples and Dilguſts. 
I omitted nothing, either liule or great. 


| And 
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And if you had eſcaped all my Snares, 1 
mylelf would not have retired: I was re- 
ſolved to follow you every where: This 
Shadow of myſelf would always have pur- 
ſued your Steps, and continually occafioned 
either your Confuſion or Fear, which would 
have been a ſenſible Gratification to me. 
But thanks to Heaven, you reſolved to 
make a Vow 3 I accompanied you with 
Terror to the Foot of the Altar; and while 
you firetched out your Hand to touch the 
ſacred Cloth, I heard you pronounce di- 
ſtinctly thoſe fatal Words which for ever 
ſeparated you from all Men. Till then 
your Beauty and Youth ſeemed to oppoſe 
my Defign, and to threathen your Return 
into the World. Might not a [mall Temp- 
tation have changed you? Is it polsible to 
renounce one's ſelf entirely at the Age of 
Two and Twenty? At an Age which claims 
the moſt abſolute Liberty, could you think 
the World no longer worthy of your Re- 
gard ? How much did I wrong you, and 
what Weakneſs did I impute to you? You 
were in my Imagination nothing but Light- 
neſs and Inconſtaney. Might not a young 
Woman at the Noiſe of the Flames, and 
of the Fall of Sodom, look back, and 
Pity ſome one Perſon? I took Notice of 


your Eyes, your Motion, your Air; . 
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trembled at every Thing. You may call 
fuch a ſelſ-interefted Conduct Treachery , 
Perfidiouſneſs, Murther. A Love which 
was ſo like to Hatred, ought to provoke 
the utmoſt Contempt and Anger. 

It is fit you ſhould know that the very 
Moment, when I was convinced of your 
being entirely devoted to me, when I ſaw 
you were infinitely worthy of all my Love 
and Acknewledgment; I imagined I could 
love you no more; 1 thought it Time to 
leave off giving you any Marks of Aﬀec- 
tion; and I conlidered that by your Holy 
Eſpouſals you were now the peculiar Care 
of Heaven , even in the Quality of a Wife. 
My Jealouſy feemed to be extinguiſhed : 
When God only is. our Rival, we have 
Nothing to fear; and being in greater Tran- 
quillity than ever before, I dared even to 
offer up Prayers, and beſeech him to take 
you away from my Eyes: but it was not 
a Time to make raſh Prayers; and my 
Faith was too imperfe& to let them be 
heard. He who. ſees the Dephts and Se- 
crets of all Men's Hearts, ſaw mine did 
not agree with my Words. Necefsity and 
Deſpair were the Springs of this Proceeding. 
Thus I inadvertently offered an Inſult to- 
Heaven, rather than a Sacrifice. God re- 


jedted my Offering and my Prayer, and 
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continued my Puniſhment, by ſuffering me 
to continue my Love. Thus under the Guilt 
of your Vows, and of the Paſsion which 
preceded them, I muſt be tormented all 
the Days of my Life. 

If God ſpoke to your Heart, as to that 
of a Religious whole Innocence had fiſt 
engaged him to heap on it a thouſang Fa- 
vours, I ſhould have Matter of Comfort ; 
but to ſee both of us Victims of a criminal 
Love; to ſee this Love inſult us, and in- 


veſt itſelf with our very Habits, as with 


Spoils it has taken from our Devotion, 
fills me with Horror and Trembling. Is 
this a State of Reprobation ? Or are thele 
the Conſequences of a long Drunkennels in 
prophane Love? We cannot ſay Love is a 
Drunkenneſs.and a Poiſon, till we are il- 
luminated by Grace; in the mean Time it 
is an Evil which we doat on. When we 
are under ſuch a Miſtake, the Knowledge 
of our Miſery is the firſt Step towards 
Amendment. Who does not know that 
'tis for the Glory of God, to find no other 
Foundation in Man for his Mercy , than 
Man's very Weakneſs? When he has ſhew- 
ed us this Weakneſs, and we bewail it, 
he is ready to put forth his Omnipotence 
to alsiſt us. Let us ſay for our Comfort, 


that what we ſuffer is one of thoſe long 
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and terrible Temptations which have ſome- 
times difturbed the Vocations of the moſt 


Holy. a 


God can afford his Preſence to Men, in 
order to ſoften their Calamities, whenever 
he ſhall think fit. It was his Pleaſure, 
when you took the Veil, to draw you to 
him by his Grace. I ſaw your Eyes, when 
you ſpoke your laſt Farewel, fixed upon 
the Crols It was above fix Months before 
you wrote me a Letter, nor during all that 
Time did I receive any Meſſage from you. 
J admired this Silence, which I durſt no 
blame, and could not imitate: I wrote to 
you, you returned me no Anfwer:; Your 
Heart was then ſhut : but this Garden of 
the Spoule is now opened, he is withdrawn 
from it, and has left you alone: By re- 
moving from you, he has made Trial of 
you: call him back, and ſtrive to regain 
him. We muſt have the Alsiſtance of God, 
that we may break onr Chains; we have 
engaged too deeply in Love, to free our- 
ſelvess Our Follies have penetrated ever 
into the moſt facred Places. Our Amours 
have been Matter of Scandal to a whole 
Kingdom. They are read and admired ; 
Love, which produced them, has cauſed 
them to be deſcribed, We ſhall be a Con- 
lolation for the Failings of Youth hereafter, 
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Thoſe who offend after us, will think them- 


ſelves leſs guilty. We are Criminals whole 


Repentance is late, O may it be fincere { 


Let us repair, as far as is polsible, the 
Evils we have done; and let France, which 
has been the Witneſs of our Crimes, be 
altoniſhed at our Penitence, Let us con- 
found all who would imitate our Guilt ; let 
us take the Part of God againſt ourſelves , 
and by ſo doing prevent his Judgment. Our 
former Irregularities require Tears, Shame, 


and Sorrow to expiate them. Let us offer 


up theſe Sacrifices from our Hearts; det us 
bluſh, let us weep. If in theſe weak Be- 
ginnings, Lord, our Heart is not entirely 
thine , let it at leaſt be made ſenfble that 
it ought to be lo! 

Deliver yourlelf, MHeloiſe, from the 
ſhameful Remains of a Palsion which has 
taken too deep Root. Remember that the 
leaſt Thought for any other than God is an 
Adultery, I' you could ſee me here with 
my meager Face , and melancholy Air, 
ſurrounded with Numbers of perlecuting 
Monks, who are alarmed at my Reputa- 
tion for Learning, and offended at my 
lean Viſage , as if I threatened them with 


a Reformation; what would you ſay of my 


baſe Sighs, and of thoſe unprofitable Tears 


which deceive: theſe credulous Men, Alas! 
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J am humbled under Love, and not under 
the Crols. Pity me, and free yourſelf, If 
your Vocation be, as you ſay, my Work, 
deprive me not of the Merit of it by your 
continual Inquietudes. Tell me that you 
will honour the Habit which covers you, 
by an inward Retirement. Fear God, that 
you may be delivered from your Frailties. 
Love him, if you would advance in Virtue. 
Be not uneaſy in the Cloiſter, for it is the 
Dwelling of Saints. Embrace your Bands, 
they are the Chains of Chriſt Jeſus: He will 
lighten them, and bear them wich you, if 
you bear them with Humility, : 
Without growing ſevere to a Palsion 
which yet poſſeſſes you, learn from your 
own Miſery to ſuccour your weak Siſters; 
| Pity them upon Conſideration of your own 
Faults. And if any Thoughts too natural 
ſhall importune you , fly to the Foot of 
the Crols, and beg for Mercy ; there are 
Wounds open; lament before the dying 
Deity, At the Head of a religious Society 
be not a Slave, and having Rule over 
Queens , begin to govern yourſelf. Bluſh 
at the leaſt Revolt of your Senles. Remem- 
ber that even at the Foot of the Altar we 
often ſacrifice to lying Spirits, and that no 
Incenſe can be more agreeable to them, 
than that which in thoſe holy Places burns 
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in the Heart of a Religious ſtill ſenkble of 
Palsion and Love. If during your Abode 
in the World, your Soul has acquired a 
Habit of loving, feel it now no more but 
for Jeſus Chriſt. Repent' of all the Momen!s 
of your Life which you have walted upon 
the World, and upon Pleaſure; demand 
them of me, tis a Robbery which I am 
guilty of; take Courage, and boldly re- 
proach. me with it. | 

I bave been indeed your Maſter, but it 
was only to teach you Sins You cail me 
your Father ; before I had any Claim to 
this Title, I deſerved that of Parricide, I 
am your Brother, but tis the Affinity of 
our-Crimes that has purchaled me that Di- 
ſtinction. I am called your Huſband but 
it is after a publick Scandal. If you have. 
abuſed the Sanctity of ſo many venerable 
Names on the Superſcription of your Letter, 
to do me Honour, and flatter your own 
Palsion, blot them out, and place in their 
Stead thoſe of a Murtherer, a Villain, an 
Enemy , who has conlpired againſt your 
Honour, troubled your Quiet, and betray- 
ed your Innocence. You would have pe- 
riſhed through my Means, but for an ex- 
traordinary Act of Grace, which, that you 
might be ſaved, hes thrown me down in 
the Middle of my Courſe. 
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a This is the Idea you ought to have of 


a Fugitive , who endeavours to deprive you 
of the Hope of ſeeing him any more. But 
when Love has once been fincere, how dif- 
ficult is it to determine to love no more ! 
*'Tis a thouſand Times more ealy to re- 
nounce the World than Love, T hate this 
deceitful faithleſs World; I think no more 
ok it; but my Heart ſtill wandering, will 
eternally make me feel the Anguilh of 
having loſt you, in ſpite of all the Con- 
victions of my Underſtanding. In the mean 
Time, though I ſhould be ſo cowardly as 
to retract what you have read, do not 
fuifer me to offer myſelf to your Thoughts, 
but under this laſt Notion. Remember my 
laſt Endeavours were to ſeduce your Heart, 
You periſhed by my Means, 'and I with 
Jou. The ſame Waves [wallowed us both 
up. We waited for Death with Indiffe- 
rence, and the ſame Death had carried us 
headlong to the ſame Punilhments. But 
Providence has turned off this Blow, and 
our Shipwreck has thrown us into a Haven, 
There are ſome whom the Mercy of God 


ſaves by Afflictions. Let my Salvation be 


the Fruit of our Prayers! Let me owe it 
to your Tears or exemplary Holinels ' 
Though my Heart, Lord! be filled with the 
Love ef one of thy Creatures, thy Hand 
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can when it pleaſes draw out of it thoſe 
Ideas which fill its whole Capacity. To 
love Heloiſe truly, is to leave her intirely 
to that Quiet which Retirement and Virtue 
afford, I have reſolved it; this Letter ſhall 
be my laſt Fault. Adieu. 

If I die here, I will give dens that 
my Body be carried to the Houſe of the 
Paraclete. You ſhall ſee me in that Con- 
dition; not to demand Tears from you, 
'twill then be too late; weep rather for me 
now, to extinguiſh that Fire which burns 
me. You ſhall ſee me, to firengthen your 
Piety by the Horror of this Carcaſe; and 
my Death, then more eloquent than I can 
be, will tell you what you love, when you 
love a Man. I hope you will be conteuted, 
when you have finiſhed this mortal Life, 
to be buried near me, Your cold Alhes 
need then fear Nothing , and my Tomb 
will by that Means be more rich and more 
renowned. 


154 


LETTER IV. 


HELOISE to ABELARD. 


In the following Letter the Paſsion of He- 
loiſe breaks out with more Violence than 
ever. That which ſhe had received from 
Abelard , inſtead of fortifying her He- 
ſolutions, ſerved only to revive in her 
Memory all their paſt Endearments and 
Misfurtunes. With this Impreſsion, ſhe 
writes again to her Huſband; and ap- 
pears now, not ſo much in the Character 
of a Religious , firiving with the Remains 
of her former Weakneſs, as in that of 

_ en unhuppy Woman abandoned to all the 
Tranſports of Love and Deſpair, 


To Abelard her well-beloved in Chrift Jeſus, 
from Heloile is well-beloved in the ſame 
Chrift Jeſus, 


Read the Letter I received from you 
with Abundance of Impatience: In Spite 


.of all my Misfortunes, I hoped to find No- 


thing in it belides Arguments of Comfort. 


-— But bow ingenious are Lovers in tormenting 
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themſelves! Judge of the exquiſite Senfbi- 
lity and Force of my Love, by that which 
cauſes the Grief of wy Soul, 1 was dil- 
turbed at the Superlſcripticn of your Letter; 
Why did you place the Name of Heloiſe 
before that of Abelard? What means this 
cruel and unjuſt Diftinion ? TwWas your 
Name only, the Name of a Father, and 
of a Huſband, which eager Eyes ſought 
after. I did not look {ok wy own, which 
I had much rather, if polsible, forget, as 
being the Caule of your Misfortune. The 
Rules of Decorum, and the Character of 
Mafter and Diiedtor which you have over 
mes, oppoſed that ceremonious Manner of 
addreſsing me; and Love commanded ycu 
to baniſh it; Alas! you know all chis but 
too well. 

Did you write thus to me beſore cruel 
Fortune had ruined my Happineſs? I ſee 
your Heart has deſerted me, and you have 
made greater Advances in the Way of De- 
votion than I could wilb; Alas! I am todo 
weak to follow you: condelcend at leaſt to 
ſtay for me, and animate me with your 
Advice. Will you have the Cruelty te 
abandon me? The Fear of this ſtabs my 
Heart ; but the fearful Preſages you make 
at the latter End of your Letter, thofe 
terrible Images you draw ef your Death , 
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quite diſtract me. Cruel Abelard ! you 
ought to have ſtopped my Tears, and you 
make them flow. You ought to have quiet- 
ed the Diſorder of my Heart, and you 
throw me into Deſpair, 

You deſire that after your Death I ſhould 
take Care of your Aſhes, and pay them 
the lat Duties. Alas! in what Temper 
did you conceive theſe mournful Ideas ? 
And how could you deſcribe them to me? 
Did not the Apprehenfion of caubng my 
preſent Death make the Pen drop from 
your Hand? You did not reflect, I ſup» 
pole , upon all thoſe Torments to which 
you were going to deliver me. Heaven, 
as ſevere as it has been againſt me, is not 
in ſo great a Degree ſo, as to permit me 
to live one Moment after you. Life , with- 
out my Abelard, is an unſupportable Pu- 
niſhment, and Death a moſt exquifiie Hap- 
pinels, if by that Means I can be united 
with him, If Heaven hears the Prayers I 
coutinually make for you , your Days will 
be prolonged, and you will bury me. 
Is it not your Part to prepare me by 
your powerful Exhortations againſt that 
great Criſis, Which ſhakes the moſt reſolute 
and confirmed Minds ? Is it not your Part 
to receive my laſt Sighs, take Care of my 
Funeral, and give an Account of my Man- 
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ners and Faith? Who but you can recom- 
mend us worthily to God, and by the Fer- 
vour and Merit of your Prayers, conduct 
thoſe Souls to him which you have joined 
to his: Worſhip by ſolemn Contracts? We 
expect theſe pious Offices from your pa- 
ternal Charity. Aſter this you will be free 
from thoſe Diſquietudes which now moleſt 
you, and you will quit Life with more 
Eaſe whenever it {hall pleaſe God to call 
you away. You may follow us content 
with what you have done, and in a full 
Aſſurance of our Happineſs. But till then 
write not to me any ſuch terrible Things: 
Are we not already ſufficiently miſerable ? 
Mult we aggravate our Sorrows ? Our Life 
here is but a languiſhing Death; will you 
baſten it? Our preſent Diſgraces are ſuffi - 
cient to employ our Thoughts continually , 
and ſhall we ſeek for new Arguments of 
Grief in Futurities? How void of Reaſon 
are Men, ſaid Seneca, to make diſtant 
Evils preſent by Reflection, and to take 
Pains before Death to loſe all the Com- 
forts of Life! 

When you have finiſhed your Cone 
here below, you lay it is your Defire that 
your Body be carried to the Houſe of the 
Paraclete ; to the Intent that being always 
expoled to my Eyes, you may be for ever 


158 HELOIS E to ABELARD. 


preſent to my Mind; and that your dead 
Body may ſtrengthen our Piety, and ani- 
mate our Prayers. Can you think that the 
Traces you have drawn in my Heart can 
ever be worn out; or that any Lenght of 
Time can obliterate the Memory we haye 
here of your Benefits? And what Time 
ſhall I find for thoſe Prayers you [peak of? 
Alas! I ſhall then be filled with other 
Cares. Can ſo heavy a Misfortune leave 
me a Moment's Quiet? Can my feeble 
Reaſon reſiſt ſuch powerful Aſſaults ? When 
I am diſtracted and raving, (if I dare ſay 
it) even again Heaven itfelf, I ſhall not 
ſoften it by my Prayers, but rather pro- 
voke it by my Cries and Reproaches! But 
how ſhonld I pray, or how bear up againſt 
my Grief? I ſhould be more urgent to 
follow you, than to pay you the ſad Ce- 
remonies of Burial, It is for you, for 
Abelard, that I have reſolved to live: if 
you are raviſhed from me, what Uſe can I 
make of my miſerable Days? Alas! what 
Lamentations ſhould I make, if Heaven, 
by a cruel Pity , ſhould preſerve me til} 
that Moment? When I but think of this 
laſt Separation, I feel all the Pangs of 
Death; what ſhall I be then, if I ſkould 
fee this dreadful Hour? Forbear therefore 
to infuſe into my Mind ſuch mournful 
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Thoughts, if not for Love, at leaft for 
Pity. 

You defire me to give myſelf up to my 
Duty , and to be wholly God's, to whom 
1] am. conſecrated, How can I do that, 
when you frighten me with Apprehenſions 
that continually poſſeſs. my Mind Day and 
Night? When an Evil threatens us, and it 
is impoſsible to ward it off, why do we 
give up ourſelves to the unprofitable Fear 
of it , which is yet even more tormenting 
than the Evil itſelf ? 

What have I to hope for after this Loſs 
of you? What can confine me to Earth, 
when Death ſhall have taken away from 
me all that was dear upon it? I have re- 
nounced without Difficulty all the Charms 
of Life, preſerving only my Love, and the 
ſecret Pleaſure of thinking inceſſantly of you, 
and hearing that you live. And yet, alas! 
you do not live for me, and I dare not 
even flatter myſelf with the Hopes that I 
hall ever enjoy a Sight of you more! 
This is the greateſt of my Afflictions: Mer- 
cileſs Fortune ! haft thou not perſecuted me 
enough? Thou doſt not give me any Re- 
Ipite ; thou haſt exhauſted all thy Vengeance 
upon me, and reſerved thylelf Nothing 
whereby thou may'ſt appear terrible to 
ethers. Thou haſt wearied thyſelf in tor- 
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menting me, and others have Nothing now 
to fear from thy Anger. But to what Pur- 
pole doſt thou ſtill arm thyſelf againſt me? 
The Wounds I have already received leave 
no Room for new ones. Why cannot I 
urge thee to kill me? Or doſt thou fear, 
amidſt the numerous Torments thou heapeft 
on me, doſt thou fear that ſuch a Stroke 
would deliver me from all? therefore thou 
preſerveſt me from Death , in order to 
make me die every 8 

Dear Abelard, pity my Deſpair! Was 
ever any Thing ſo miſerable ! The higher 
you Taiſed me above other Women who 
envied me your Love, the more ſenüble 
am I now of the Lols of your Heart. I 
was exalted to the Top of Happinels, only 
that I might bave a more terrible Fall. 
Nothing could formerly be compared to my 
Pleaſures, and Nothing now can equal my 
_ Miſery. My Glory once raiſed the Envy 
of my Rivals; my preſent Wretchedneſs 
moves the Compalsion of all that ſee me. 
My Fortune has been always in Extremes, 
ſhe has heaped on me her moſt delightful 
Favours, that ſhe might load me with the 
greateſt of her Afflictions. Ingenious in tor- 
menting me, ſhe has made the Memory 
of the Joys I have loft, an inexhauſtible 
Spring of my Tears, Love, which poſlefi 
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was her greateſt Gift, being taken away, 
occaſions all my Sorrow. In ſhort, her Ma- 
lice has entirely ſucceeded, and I find my 
preſent Afflictions proportionably bitter as 
the Tranſports which charmed me were 
{weet. 

But what aggravates my Sufferings yet 
more , is, that we began to be milerable 
at a Time when we ſeemed the leaft to 
deſerve it. While we gave ourſelves up 
to the Enjoyment of a criminal Love, No- 
thing oppoſed our vicious Pleaſures. But 
ſcarce had we retrenched what was unlaw- 
ſul in our Paſsion, and taken Refuge in 
Marriage againſt that Remorſe which might 
have purſued us, but the whole Wrath of 
Heaven fell on us in all its Weight, But 
how barbarous was your Puniſhment! The 
very Remembrance makes me ſhake with 
Horror. Could-an outrageous Huſband make 
a Villain ſuffer more, that had diſhonoured 
bis Bed ? Ah! what Right had a cruel Un- 
cle over us? We were joined to each other 
even before the Altar, which Thould have 
protected you from the Rage of your Ene- 
mies. Muſt a Wife draw on you that Pu- 
viſhment which ought not to fall on any 
but an adulterous Lover? Bekfides, we were 
ſeparated ; you were buly in your Exer- 
viſes, and inſtruded a learned Auditory ia 

O 


162 HELOIS E + ABELARD, 


Myſteries, which the greateſt Geniuſes be- 
fore you were not able to penetrate ; and 
1, in Obedience to you, retired to a Cloi- 
lier. I there ſpent whole Days in thinking 
of you, and ſometimes meditating on holy 
Leſſons, to which I endeavoured to apply 
myſelf. In this very Juncture you became 
the Victim of the moſt unhappy Love. 
You alone expiated the Crime common to 
us both: You only were puniſhed, though 
both of us were guilty. You, who were 
leaſt ſo, was the Object of the whole Ven- 
geance of a barbarous Man. But why 


Thould I rave at your Aflalsins? I, wretch- © 


ed I, have ruined you ; I have been the 
Original of all your Misfortunes ! Good 
Heaven! why was I born to be the Occa- 
Ron of ſo tragical an Accident? How dan- 
gerous is it for a great Man to ſuffer him- 
lelf to be moved by our Sex! He ought 
from his Infancy to be inured to Inſenſi- 
bility of Heart, againſt all our Charms. 
Hearken, my Son, (laid formerly the wil- 
eft of Men) attend and keep my Infiruc- 
tions; if a beautiful Woman by her Looks 
.endeavour to intice thee, permit not thy- 
elf to be overcome by d corrupt Inclina- 
tion; rejet the Poiſon ſhe offers, and 
Jollow not the Paths which ſhe diretts. 
Her Houſe is the Gate of Defiruftion and 
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Death. I have long examined Things, and 
have found that Death itſelf is a lels dan- 
gerous Evil than Beauty, Tis the Ship- 
wreck of Liberty, a fatal Snare, from 
which it is impolsible ever to get free. 
'Twas Woman which threw down the frft 
Man from that glorious Condition in which 
Heaven had placed him. She who was 
created in order to partake of his Hap- 
pineſs, was the ſole Cauſe of his Ruin. 
How bright had been thy Glory, Sampſon, 
if thy Heart had been as firm againſt the 
Charms of Delilah, as againſt the Wea- 
; pons of the Philifiines! A Woman diſarm. 
ed and betrayed thee, who hadſt been a 
glorious Conqueror of Armies. Thou ſaw'lt 
thyſelf delivered into the Hands of thy 
Enemies; thou waſt deprived of thy Eyes, 
thoſe Inlets of Love into thy Soul: Diſ. 
trated and deſpairing didſt thou die, with- 
out any Conlolation but that of involving 
thy Enemies in thy Deſtruction. Solomon, 
that he might pleaſe Women, foiſook the 
Care of plealing God, That King, whoſe 
Wiſdom Princes came from all Parts to 
admire , he whom God had choſe to build 
him a Temple, abandoned the Whorſlhip 
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| of thoſe very Altars he had defended, and 
proceeded to ſuch a Pitch of Folly as even 
to burn Incenſe to Idols. Job had us 
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Enemy more cruel than his Wife: What 
Temptations did he not bear? The evil 
Spirit who had declared himſelf his Perſe- 
eutor, employed a Woman as an Infiru- 
ment to ſhake his Conſtancy. And the ſame 
evil Spirit made Heloiſe an Inſtrument to 
ruin Abelard ! All the poor Comfort I have 
is, that I am not the voluntary Caule of 
your Misfortunes, I have not betrayed 
vou; but my Conftancy and Love bave 
been deſtructive to you. If I have com- 
mitted a Crime in having loved you with 
Conltancy, I ſhall never be able to repent 
of that Crime. Indeed I gave myſelf up 
too much to the Captivity of thoſe ſoft Er- 
rors into which my riſing Paſsion ſeduced 
me. I have endeavoured to pleaſe you, 
even at the Expence of my Virtue , and 
therefore delerve thole Pains I feel. My 
guilty Tranſports could not but have a tra» 


gical End. As ſoon as I was perluaded 


of your Love, alas, I ſcarce delayed a 
Moment reſigning myſelf to all your Pro- 
teſtations: To be beloved by Abelard, 
was, in my Eſteem, too much Glory, 
and I too impatiently dehired it, not to 
believe it immediately, I endeavoured at 
Nothing but convincing you of my utmoſt 
Palsion. I made no Uſe of thoſe Defences 
of Dildain and Honour; thole Enemies of 
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Plealure , which tyrannize over our Sex, 
made in. me but a weak and unprofitable 
Reliſtance. I lacrificed all to my Love, 
and I forced my Duty to give Place to the 
Ambition of making happy the moſt gal- 
lant and learned Perſon of the Age. If 
any Conſideration had been able to flop 
me, it would have been without Doubt 


the Interet of my Love. I feared leſt 


having Nothing further for you to defire, 
your Palsion might become languid, and 
you might ſeek for new Pleaſures in ſome 
new Conquelt, But it was ealy for you 
to cure me of a Suſpicion ſo oppoſite te 
my own Inclination. I ought to have fore- 
leen other more certain Evils ; and to have 
confidered that the Idea of loſt Enjoyments 
would be the Trouble of my whole Life. 
How happy ſhould I be, could I walh 


out with my Tears the Memory of thoſe. 


Pleaſures, which yet I think of with De- 
light? At leaft I will exert ſome generous 
Endeavour, and by [ſmothering in my Heart 
thole Defires to which the Frailty of my 
Nature may give Birth , I will exerciſe 
Torments upon myſelf, like thoſe the Rage 
of our Enemies has made you ſuffer. I 
will endeavour by that Means to latisfy 
you at leafi, if I cannot appeale an Ingry 
God, For to ſhew you what a deplorable 


| 
| 
1 
1 
t 
| 


1 ox — 
1 „ö 3383 1 2 


1 


Coins DOA, 


1 
i 
o 
: * 
4 
[i 
2 
1: 
Ef 
1 vp x 
14 
It 
TW! 
H 1 : 
i N 
vp 
N 
+ 1 
i 
I 
Ll 
' 
Y [1 L 
© 
* 
""F 
Ws 
d 1 
i "1 U 
N. 
4's 
| 
* 
"YN 


x 
1 
+ 
; I 
4 
5 
1 
1 
5 
I 
1 


— . — 
* p 
— — — 


— : — ü 
RES I I ̃ ͤ . »» PP ³ neg 9 
. 


166 HELOIS E to ABELARD. 


Condition I am in, and how far my Re- 


pentance is from being available, I dare 


even accule Heaven every Moment of 
Cruelty, for delivering you into thole Snares 


which were prepared for you. My Re- 


pinings kindle the Divine Wrath, when I 
ſhould endeavour to draw down Mercy. 
In order to expiate a Crime, tis not 
fufficient that we bear the Puniſhment ; 
whatever we ſuffer is accounted as Nothing, 
if the Palsions flill continue, and the Heart 


is inflamed with the ſame Deſires. Tis an 


ealy Matter to confels a Weaknels, and 
to inflict ſome Puniſhment upon ourſelves; 
but tis the lak Violence to our Nature to 
extinguiſh the Memory of Pleaſures, which 
by a [weet Habit have gained abſolute 
Polleſsion of our Minds. Bow many Per. 
ſons do we obſerve who make an outward 
Conkelsion of their Faults, yet, far from 
being afflited for them, take a new Plea- 
ſure in relating them, Bitterneſs _ of 
Heart ought to accompany the Confeſsion 
of the Mouth, yet that very rarely bap- 
pens. I, who have experienced ſo many 
Pleaſures in loving you, feel, in Spite of 
mylelf, that I cannot repent of them, nor 
forbear enjoying them over again as much 


as is polsivle , by recolleQing them in my 


Memory, Whatever Endeayours 1 ule, 
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en whatever Side I turn me, the ſweet 
Idea ftill purſues me, and every Object 
brings to my Mind what I ought to forget. 
During the ſtill Night, when my Heart 
ought to be quiet in the Midſt of Sleep, 
which luſpends the greateſt Difiurbances, I 
cannot avoid theſe Illukons my Heart en- 
tertains. I think I am fiill with my dear 
Abelard, I ſee him, I ſpeak to him, and 
hear him anſwer. Charmed with each 
other, we quit our philolophic Studies to 
entertain ourſelves with our Palsion, Some- 
times too I ſeem to be a Witneſs of 
the bloody Enterprize of your Enemies; I 


oppoſe their Fury ; I fill our Apartment 


with fearful Cries, and in the Moment I 
awake in Tears. Even into holy Places 


before the Altar I carry with me the Me- 


mory of our guilty Loves, They are my 
whole Bufinels; and, far from lamenting 
for having been ſeduced , I figh for having 
loſt them. 

I remember (for Nothing is forgot by 
Lovers) the Time and Place in which you 
firſt declared your Love to me, and [wore 
you would love me till Death. Your 
Words, your Oaths, are all deeply graven 
in my Heart. The Diſorder of my Dil- 
courſe diſcovers to every one the Trouble 


of my Mind, My Sighs betray me; and 
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your Name is continually in my Mouth. 


When I am in this Condition, why doſt 
not thou, O Lord! pity my Weaknels, 
and ſtrengthen me by thy Grace? You are 
happy, Abelard, this Grace has prevented 
you ; and your Misfortune has been the 
Occahton of your finding Reſt. The Pu- 
niſhment of your Body has cured the dead- 


ly Wounds of your Soul. The Tempeſi 


has driven you into the Haven. God, who 
ſeemed to lay his Hand heavily upon you, 
fought only to help you; He is a Father 
chaſtizing, and not an Enemy revenging ; 
a while Phyſician , putting you to [ome 


Pain in order to preſerve your Life, I am 


a thouſand Times more to be lamented than 
you ; I have a thouſand Palsions to com- 
bat with, I muſt reb6ſt thoſe Fires which 
Love kindles in a young Heart, Our Sex 
is Nothing but Weakneſs, and I have the 
greater Difficulty to defend mylelf, becauſe 
the Enemy that attacks me pleaſes me; I 
doat on the Danger which threatens me, 
how then can I-ayoid falling? 

In the Midſt of theſe Struggles, I endeav- 
eur at leaſt to conceal my Weaknels from 
thole you have entruſted to my Care. All 
who are about me admire my Virtue ; but 
eould their Eyes penetrate into my Heart, 
what would they not diſcover? My Palsions 

there 
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there are in a Rebellion; I preſide over 
others, but cannot rule myſelf, I have 
but a falſe Covering, and this ſeeming Vir- 
tue is a real Vice, Men judge me praile- 
worthy , but I am guilty before Ged, from 
whole All-ſeeing Eye Nothing is hid, and 
who. views, through all their Foldings, 
the Secrets of all Hearts, I cannot eſcape 
his Dilcovery. And yet it is a great deal 
to me to maintain even this Appearance 
of Virtue, This troubleſome Hypocriſy: is 
in ſome Sort commendable. I give no Scan- 
dal to the World, which is ſo ealy to take 
bad Impreſsions, I do not ſhake the Virtue 
of theſe feeble Ones who are under my 
Conduct. With my Heart full of the Love 
of Man, I exhort them at leaſt to love 
only God: Charmed with the Pomp of 
worldly Pleaſures, I endeavour to ſhew 
them that they are all Deceit and Vanity. 
I have juſt Strength enough to conceal from 
them my Inclinations, and I look upon that 
as a powerful Effet of Grace. If it is not 
ſufficient to make me embrace Virtue, tis 
enough to keep me from committing Sin. 
And yet it is in vain to endeavour to 
ſeparate theſe two Things. They mutt be 
guilty who merit Nothing; and they depart 
from Virtue who delay to approach it. Be- 
kdes, we ought to haye no other Motive 
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than the Love of God; alas! what can 1 
then hope for? I own, to my Conſufion , 
I fear more the offending a Man, than the 
provoking God, and fiudy leſs to pleaſe 
him than you. Yes, 'twas your Command 
only, and not a ſincere Vocation, as is 
imagined ; that ſhut me up in theſe Cloi- 
ters. I ſought to give you Eaſe, and not 
to ſanctiſy myſelf. How unhappy am I 
I tear myſelf from all that pleaſes me; I 
bury myſelf here alive, I exerciſe myſelf 
in the moſt rigid Faftings, and ſuch Severi- 
ties as. cruel Laws. impoſe on us; I feed 
myſelf with Tears. and Sorrows; ant not- 
withſtanding this I deſerve Nothing for all 
the Hardſhips I ſuffer. My falſe Piety has 
long deeeived you as well as others; you 
have thought me eaſy, yet I was more di- 
ſturbed than ever. You perſuaded yourſelf 
I was wholly taken up with my Duty, yet 
1 had no Buſineſs but Love. Under this 
Miftake you defire my Prayers; alas! I 
muſt expect yours, Do not preſume upon 
my Virtue and my Care. I am wavering, 
and you. muſt fix me by your Advice. I 
am yet feeble, you muſt ſuſtain and guide 
me by your Counſel. 

What Occaſion had you to praiſe me ? 
Praiſe is often hurtful to thoſe on whom it 
is betowed, A lecret Vanity ſprings up in 
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the Heart, blinds us, and conceals from us 
Wounds that are ill cured, A Seducer flat- 
ters us, and at the ſame Time aims at our 
Deſtruction. A ſincere Friend diſguiſes No- 
thing from us, and far from palsing a light 
Hand over the Wound, makes ns feel it 
the more intenſely, by applying Remedies. 
Why do you not deal after this Manner with 
me? Will you be efteemed a baſe danger» 
ous Flatterer; or, if you chance to 
ſee any Thing commendable in me, have 
you no fear that Vanity , which is ſo na- 
tural to all Women, ſhould quite efface 
it? But let us not judge of Virtue by out- 
ward Appearances, for then the Reprobate 
as well as the Ele& may lay Claim to it. 
An artful Impoſtor may by his Addreſs 
gain more Admiration, than the true Zeal 
of a Saint. 

The Heart of Man is a Labyrinth whoſe 
Windings are very difficult to be diſcovered. 
The Praiſes you give me are the more dan- 
gerous , in regard thatT love the Perſon who 
gives them. The more I deſire to pleale 
you., the readier am I to believe all the 
Merit you attribute to me. Ah, think rath- 
er how to ſupport my Weaknelles by 
wholeſome Remonftrances ! Be rather fearful 
than confident of my Salvation; ſay our 
Virtue is founded upon Weaknels, and that 
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thoſe only will be crowned who have fought 
with the greateſt Difficulties : But I ſeek 
not for that Crown which is the Reward 
of Victory, I am content to avoid only the 
Danger. It is eafier to keep off, than to 
win a Battle. There are ſeveral Degrees 
in Glory , and I am not ambitious of the 
higheſt; thoſe I leave to Souls of great 
Courage, who have been often victorious. 
I ſeek not to conquer, out of Fear leſt I ſhould 
be overcome. Happy enough , if I can eſcape 
Shipwreck, and at laſi gain the Port. Heaven 
commands me to renounce that fatal Paſsion 
which unites me to you; but oh! my Heart 
will never be able to conſent to it. Adieu. 
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Heloiſe had been dangerouſly ill at the 
Convent of the Paraclete- Immediately 
upon her Recovery, ſhe wrote this Let- 
ter to Abelatd. She ſeems now ts have 
diſengaged herſelf from him, and to have 
reſolved to think of Nothing but Repent- 
ance; yet diſcovers ſome Emotions, 
which make it doubtful whether Devo- 
tion had Ne triumphed over her 
Paſsion. 


E A R Abelard, you expect perhaps that 

I ſhould accuſe you of Negligence. 

You have not anlwered my laſt Letter, and 
Thanks to Heaven, in the Condition I now 
am, 'tis a Happinels to me that you ſhew 
ſo much Inſenfibility for the fatal Paſsion 
which had engaged me to you; at laſt, 
Abelard , you have loſt Heloiſe; you have 
lot Helozſe for ever. Notwithſtanding all 
the Oaths I made to think of Nothing but 
you only, and to-be entertained with No- 
thing but you, I have baniſhed you from 
my Thoughts, I have forgot you, Thou - 
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charming Idea of a Lover I once adored, 
thou wilt no more be my Happineſs! Dear 
Image of Abelard' thou wilt no more follow 
me every where, I will no more remem- 
ber thee, O celebrated Merit of a Man, 
who in Spite of his Enemies, is the Won- 
der of his Age! O enchanting Plealures to 
which AHeloiſe entirely reſigned herſelf, 
you, you have been my Tormentors. 1 
confels, Abelard, without a Bluſh, my In- 
fidelity : Let my Inconftancy teach the 
World that there is no depending upon the 
Promiles of Women; they are all ſubject 
to change, This troubles you, Abelard ; 
this News without Doubt ſurprizes.you ; you 
could never imagine Heloiſe [hould be in- 
conſtant. She was prejudiced by ſo ſtrong 
an Inclination to you, that you cannot 
conceive how Time could alter it. But be 
undeceived, I am going to diſcover to you 
my Falſeneſs ; though inſtead of reproaching 
me, I perſuade myſelf you will ſhed Tears 
of Joy. When I ſhall have told you what 
Rival hath raviſhed my Heart from you, 
you will praiſe my Inconftancy, and will 
pray this Rival to fix it: By this you may 
judge that 'tis God alone that takes He- 
Toiſe from you, Yes, my dear Abelard, 
he gives my Mind that Tranquillity which 
& quick Remembrance of our Misfortunes 
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would not ſuffer me to enjoy, Juſt Heav-. 
en! what other Riyal could take me from 
you? Could you imagine it polsible for any 
Mortal to blot you from my Heart? Could 
you think me guilty of [acrificing the vir. 
tuous and learned Abelard to any other 
but to God? No, I believe you have done 
me Juſtice in this Point. I queſtion not 
but you are impatient to know what Means 
God uſed to accompliſh lo great an End; 
I will tell you, and wonder at the ſecret 
Ways of Providence, Some few Days after 
you ſent me your laſt Letter 1 fell danger- 
ouſly ill, the Phylician gave me over; 
and I expected certain Death. Then it 
was, that my Palsion, which always be- 
fore ſeemed innocent , appeared criminal 
to me. My Memory repreſented faithfully 
to me all the paſt Adions of my Life, 
and I confeſs to you, my Love was the 
only Pain I felt, Death, which till then 
I had always conſidered as at a Diſtance, 
now preſented itſelf to me ſuch as it ap- 
pears to Sinners, I began to dread the 
Wrath of God, now I was going to ex- 
| perience it; and I repented I had made 
no better Uſe of his Grace. Thoſe tender 

» Letters I have wrote to you, and thole 
| palsionate Converſations I have had with 

you, gave me as much Pain now , as- 
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they formerly did Pleaſure. Ah! milerable 
Helviſe, (aid I, if it is a Crime to give 
one's ſelf up to ſuch ſoft Tranſports; and 
if, alter this Life is ended, Puniſhment 
certainly follows them, why didſt thou not 
reliſt ſo dangerous. an Inelination? Think 
on the Tortures that are prepared for thee; 
conſider with Terror that Store of Torments, 
and recolle& at the ſame Time thoſe Plea- 
ſures which thy deluded Soul thought fo 
entrancing, Ah, purſued I, doſt thou not 
almoſt deſpair for having rioted in ſuch 
falſe Pleaſures? In ſhort, Abelard, itnagine 
all the Remorſe of Mind 1 ſuffered, and 
you will not be aſtoniſhed at my Change. 

Solitude is inſupportable to a Mind which 

is not ealy ; its Troubles increale in the 
Midſt of Silence, and Retirement heightens 
them. Since I have been ſhut up within 
thele Walls, I have done nothing but weep 
for our Misfortunes, This Cloifter has re- 
ſounded with my Cries, and, like a Wretch 
condemned to eternal Slavery, I have worn 
out my Days in Grief and Sighing. Inſtead 
of fulfilling God's merciful Deſign upon me, 
I have offended him; I have looked upon 
this ſacred Refuge, like a frightful Priſon, 
and have borne with Unwillingnels the Yoke 
of the Lord. Inſtead of (anRifying myſelf 
by a Life of Penitence , I have confirmed 
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my r What a fatal Wander- 
ing! But, Abelard, I have torn off the 
Bandage which blinded me, and, if I dare 
rely upon the Emotions which I have felt, 
I have made myſelf worthy of your Eſteem. 
You are no more that amorous Abelard, 

who, to gain a private Converfation with 
me by Night, uſed inceſſantly to -contrive 
n:w Ways to deceive the Vigilance of our 
Obſervers. The Misfortune which happened 
to you after ſo many happy Moments gave 
you a Horror for Vice, and you inſtantly 
conſeerated the reft of your Days to Virtue, 
and ſeemed to ſubmit to this Necellity wil- 
lingly. -I indeed, more tender than you, 
and more ſenſ:ble of ſoft Pleaſures; bore 
this Misfortune with extreme Impatience. 
You have heard my Exclamations againſt 
your Enemies. You have ſeen my whole 
Reſentment in thoſe Letters I wrote to you. 
'Twas this without Doubt which deprived 
me of the Eſteem of my Abelard; You 
were alarmed at my Tranſports, and if 
you will confels the Truth, you perhaps 
deſpaired of my Salvation. You could not 
foreſee that Heloiſe would eonquer ſo reign- 
ing a Paſsion; but you have been deceiy. 
ed, Abelard; my Weakneſs, when lup- 
ported by Grace, hath not hindered me 
from obtaining a compleat Victory. Reſtore 
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me then to your good Opinion; your own 
Piety ought to ſolicit you to this. 

But what ſecret Trouble riſes in my Soul, 
what unthought-of Motion oppoles the Re- 
folution I have formed of ſighing no more 
for Abelard ? Juſt Heaven! have I not 
yet triumphed over my Love ? Unhappy 
Heloiſe! as long as thou draweſt a Breath, 
it is decreed thou . muſt love Abelard; 
weep, unfortunate Wretch that thou art, 
thou never hadſ a more juſt Occaſion. Now 
I ought to die with Grief; Grace had over- 
taken me, and I had promiſed to be faith- 
ful to it, bu: I now perjure mylelf, and 
Tacrifice even Grace to Abelard. This ſa- 
crilegious Sacrifice fills up the Meaſure of 
my Iniquities. After this can I hope God 
ſhould open to me the Treaſures of his 
Mercy? Have I not tired out his Forgive- 
nels? I began to offend him from the Mo- 
ment I firſt ſaw Abelard; an unhappy 
Sympathy. engaged us both in a criminal 
Commerce; and God railed us up an Enemy 
to ſeparate us, I lament and hate the Mis- 
fortune which hath lighted upon us, and 
adore the Cauſe, Ah, I qught rather te 
explain this Accident as the ſecret Ordi- 
nance of Heaven, which, diſapproved of 
our Engagement, and apply myſelf to ex- 
tirpate my Paſsion, How much better were 
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it intirely to forget the Object of it, than 
to preſerve the Memory of it, ſo fatal to 
the Quiet of my Life, and Salvation? 
Great God! Shall Abelard always poſſels 
my Thoughts ; can I never free myſelf from 
thole Chains which bind me to him? But 
perhaps I am unreaſonably afraid ; Virtue 
directs all my Motions, and they. are all 
ſubjet to Grace. Fear no more, dear Abe- 
lard 1 have no longer any of thoſe Senti- 
ments, which being deſcribed in my Let- 
ters have occalioned you ſo much Trouble. 
I will no more endeavour, by the Rela- 
tion of thoſe Pleaſures, our newborn Paſ- 
ſ.on gave us, to awaken that criminal 


Fondnels you may have for me. I free 


you from all your Oaths; forget the 
Names of Lover and Huſband , but keep al- 
ways that of Father, I expect no more from 
you thoſe tender Proteſtations, and thoſe 
Letters ſo proper to keep up the Commerce 
of Love. I demand Nothing of you but 
ſpiritual Advice and wholeſome Directions. 
The Path of Holineſs, however thorny it 
may be, will yet appear agreeable when 
I walk in your Steps.. You will always find 


me ready to follow you, I ſhall read 


with more Plealure the Letters in which 


vou ſhall deſcribe to me the Adyantages of 
Virtue, than ever I did theſe by which 
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you fo artfully inflilled the fatal Poiſon of 
our Palsion. You cannot now be Lilent, 
without a Crime, When I was poſſeſſed 
with ſo violent a Love, and preſſed you 
lo earneſtly to write to me, how many 
Letters did 1 ſend you before I could ob- 
tain one from you? You denied me in 
my Miſery the only Comfort which was 
left me, becauſe you thought it pernicious. 
You endeavoured by Severites to force me 
to forget you; but now you have Nothing 
to fear. A lucky Diſeaſe, which Provi- 
dence ſeemed to have chaſtized me with 
for my Sanctification, hath done what all 
human Efforts, and your Cruelty , in vain 
- attempted. I ſee now the Vanity of that 
Happineſs which we had ſet our Hearts 
upon, as if we were never to have loſt it. 
What Fears, what Uneaſineſs have we been 
obliged to [uffer! 

No, Lord, there is no Pleaſure upon 
Earth, but that which Virtue gives! The 
Heart amidſt all worldly Delights feels a 
Sting; 'tis uneaſy, and reſtleſs till fixed 
on thee. What have 1 not ſuffered, Abe- 
. tard, while I kept alive in my Retirement 

" thoſe Fires which ruined me in the World? I 
ſaw with Horror the Walls which ſurround me, 
the Hours ſeemed as long Years, I repent- 
ed a thouſand Times the having buried 
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myſelf here. But ſince Grace has opened 
my Eyes all the Scene is changed. Soli- 
tude looks charming , and the Tranquillity 
which I behold here enters my very Heart. 
In the Satisfaction of doing my Duty I feel 
a Pleaſure, above all that Riches, Pomp, 
or Senſuality could afford, My Quiet has 
indeed cot me dear, I have bought it 
even at the Price of my Love, I have 
offered a violent Sacrifice, and which ſeem- 
ed above my Power. I have torn you 
from, my Heart, and be not jealous; God 
reigns there in your Stead, who ought 
always to have poſſeſſed it entire. Be 
content with having a Place in my Mind, 
which you ſhall never loſe; I ſhall always 
take a ſecret Pleaſure in thinking of you, 
and efteem it a Glory to obey 0 Rules 
you ſhall give me. 

This very Moment I receive a Letter 
from you; I will read it, and anſwer it 
immediately. You ſhall ſee by my Exact- 
nels in writing to you, that you are al- 
ways dear to me. — You very obligingly 
reproach me for delaying ſo long to write 
you any News: My IIIneſs muſt excuſe 
that, I omit no Opportunities of giving 
you Marks of my Remembrance, I thank 
you for the Uneabnels you ſay my Silence 
cauſed you, and the kind Fears you ex» - 
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preſs concerning my Health. Yours, you 
tell me, is but weakly, and you thought 

lately you fhould have died. With what 
 Irdifference , cruel Man, do you acquaint me 

with a Thing ſo certain to affſict me? I 
told you in my former Letter how unhappy 
J ſhould be if you died; and if you loved 
me , you would moderate the Rigour of 
your auſtere Life. I reprefented to you 
the Occafion I had for your Advice, and 
conſequently the Reaſon there was you 
fhould take Care of yourſelf, But I will 
not tire you with the Repetition of the ſame 
Things. You defire us not to forget you 
in our Prayers. Ah, dear Abelard, you 
may depend upon the Zeal of this Society, 
"tis devoted to you, and you cannot juſtly 
charge it with Forgetfulneſs. You are our 
Father, we your Children: You are our 
Guide, and we refign ourſelves with Aſſu- 
rance in your Piety. You command, we 
obey ; we faithfully execute what you bave 
prudently directed. We impoſe no Penance 
on ourſelves but what you recommend, 

left we ſhould rather follow an indiſcreet 
Zeal than ſolid Virtue. In a Word, No- 
thing is thought rightly done, if without 
Abelard's Approbation. You inform me of 
one Thing that perplexes me , that you have 
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Examples, and that there is a general Looſe- 
nels amongſt them. Ought this to ſeem 
ſtrange to you, who.know howWMonaſteries are 
filled now-a-days? Do Fathers conſult the 
Inclinations of their Children when they 
fettle them? Are not Intereſt and Policy 
their only Rules ? This is the Reaſon that 
Monafteries are often filled with thoſe who 
are a Scandal to them. But I conjure you 
to tell me what are the Irregularities you 
have heard of, and to teach me a proper 
Remedy ſor them. I have not yet obſerv- 
ed that Looſeneſs you mention; when L 
have, I will take due Care. I walk my 
Rounds every Night, and make thoſe L 
catch abroad return to their Chambers; for 
I remember all the Adventures which hap- 
pened in the Monafteries near Paris. You 
end your Letter with a general deploring. 
of your Unhappinels, and wiſh for Death 
as the End of a troubleſome Life. Is it 
polsible a Genius ſo great as yours ſhould 
never get above his paſt Misfortunes? What 
would the World ſay ſhould they read 
your Letters as 1 do? Would they conſi- 
der the noble Motive of your Retirement, 
or not rather think you had ſhut yourſelf. 
up only to lament the Condition to which 
my Uncle's Revenge had reduced you,? 


What would your young Pupils ſay wo 
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come ſo far to hear you, and prefer your 
ſevere Lectures to the Soſtneſs of a worldly 
Life, if they ſhould ſee you ſecretly a Slave 
to your Palsions, and lenfible of all 
thoſe Weakneſſes from which your Rules 
can ſecure them? This Abelard they lo 
much admire, this great Perſonage which 
guides them, would loſe his Fame, and 
become; the Scorn of his Pupils. If theſe 
Reaſons are not ſufficient to. give you Con- 
fancy in your Misfortunes , caſt your Eyes 
upon me, and admire my Reſolution of 
ſhutting myſelf up by your Example. I 
was young when we were ſeparated, and 
(if 1 dare believe what you were always 
telling me) worthy of any Gentleman's 
Affections. If I had loved Nothing in Abe- 
lard but fenfual Pleaſure, a thouſand 
agreeable young Men might have comfort- 
ed me upon my Lols of him, You know 
what I have done, excuſe. me therefore 
from repeatiag it; think of thoſe Aſluran- 
ces I gave you of loving you with the ut- 
moſt Tendernels. I dried your Tears with 
Kiſles , and becauſe you were leſs power- 
ful I became leſs reſerved. Ah, if you 
had loved with Delicacy, . the Oaths 1 
made , the Tranſports I accompanied them 
with, the innocent Careſſes I profuſely 
gave you, all this ſure might bave comforted 
| you 
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you. Had you obſerved me to grow by 


Degrees indifferent to you; you might have 
had Reaſon to deſpair, but you never re- 
ceived greater Marks of my Palsion, than 
after that cruel Revenge upon you. 

Let me fee no more in your Letters, 
dear Abelard, ſuch Murmurs againſt For- 
tune; you are not the only one ſhe has 
perſecuted , and you ought to forget her 
Outragess What a Shame is it for a Phi- 
lolopher not to be 'comforted for an Acci- 
dent which might happen to any Man. 
Govern yourlelf by my Example. I was 
born with violent Paſsions; I daily firive 
with the moſt tender Emotions, and glory 
in triumphing and ſubjeQing them to Rea- 
ſon: Muſt a weak Mind fortify one that 
is ſo much ſuperior? But whither am 1 
tranſported ? Is this Diſconrſe directed to 
my dear Abelard? One that practiſes all 
thoſe Virtues he teaches? If you complain 
of Fortune, 'tis not ſo much that you feel 
her Strokes, as that you cannot ſhew your 
Enemies how much to blame they were 
in attempting to hurt you. Leave them, 
Abelard, to exhauſt their Malice, and 
continue to charm your Auditors, Diſeo- 
ver thoſe Treaſures of Learning Heaven 
ſeems to have reſerved for you; your-Ene- 


mies, firuck with the Splendor of your 
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Reaſoning , will do you Juſtice. How hap. 
Py ſbould I be, could I lee all the World 
as entirely. perſuaded of your Probity as I 
am. Your Learning is allowed by all the 
World; your greateſt Enemies confeſs you 
are ignorant of Nothing that the Mind of 
Man is capable of knowing. 
My dear Huſband! (this is the laſt Time 
I ſhall uſe that Expreſsion) ſhall I never 
ſee you again? Shall I never have the 
Pleaſure of embracing you before Death ? 
What doſt thou lay, wretched Heloiſe? 
doſt thou know what thou defireſt ? Canſt 
thou behold thole lively Eyes without re- 
collecting thoſe amorous Glances which have 
been ſo fatal to thee? Canſt thou view 
that majeſtic Air of Abelard, without en- 
tertaining a Jealouly of every one that ſees 
lo charming a Man? that Mouth which 
cannot be looked upon without Defire; in 
ſhort , all the Perſon of Abelard cannot 
be viewed by any Woman without Danger. 
Defire therefore no more to lee Abelard ; 
if the Memory of him has cauſed thee fo 
much Trouble, Heloiſe , what will not his 
Preſence do ? What Defires will it not 
excite in thy Soul? How will it be pol- 
ſible. for thee to keep thy Reaſon at the 
Sight of ſo amiable a Man? I will own to 
you what makes the greateſt Pleaſure I have 
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in my Retirement. After having paſſed 
the Day in thinking of you, full of the 
dear Idga, I give myſelf up at Night te 
Sleep: Then it is that Heloiſe, who 
dares not without trembling think of you by 
Day, refigns herſelf entirely to the Plea- 
lure of hearing you , and [peaking to you. 
I ſee you, Abelard, and glut my Eyes 
with the Sight; ſometimes you entertain 
me with the Story of your ſecret Troubles 
and Grievances, and create in me a ſen- 
fible Sorrow; ſometimes , forgetting the 
perpetual Obſtacles to our Deſires, you 
preſs me to make you happy, and I eaſily 
yield to your Tranſports, Sleep gives you 
what your Enemies Rage has deprived you 
of; and our Souls, animated with the ſame 
Paſsion, are . ſenſible of the ſame Plea- 
ſure. But oh you delightful Illuſions , ſoft 
Errors, how ſoon do you vaniſh away! 
At my awaking I open my Eyes and ſee 
no Abelard; I firetch out my Arm to take 
hold of him, but he is not there; IL. call 
him, he hears me not. What a Fool am 
I to tell you my Dreams, who are inſen - 
ſible of theſe Pleaſures ? But do you, 
Abelard, never ſee Heloiſe in your Sleep? 
How does ſhe appear to you? Do you 
entertain her with the ſame tender Lan- 
guage as formerly, when Fulbert commit- 
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ted her to your Care? When you awake, 
are you pleaſed or ſorry? Pardon me, 
Abelard , pardon a miftaken Lover. I 
muſt no more expect that Vivacity from 
you, which once animated all your Actions. 
*Tis no more Time to require from you a 
perfect Correſpondence of Deſires. We 
have bound ourſelves to ſevere Auſterities , 
and mult follow them, let them coſt us 
ever ſo dear. Let us think of our Duties 
in theſe Rigours, and make a good Ule of 
that Necelsity which keeps us ſeparate. 
You ,  Abelard, will happily finiſh your 
Courſe , your Deſires and Ambitions will 
be no Obſtacle to your Salvation, Heloiſe 
only muft lament; the only muft weep, 
without being certain whether all her 
Tears will be available or not to her Sal- 
vation. f A. | 

I had like to have ended my Letter 
without acquainting you with what happened 
here a few Days ago. A young Nun, 
who was one of thoſe who are forced to 
take up with' a Convent without any exa- 
mination whether it will ſuit with their 
Tempers or not, is, by a Stratagem I 
know Nothing of, eſcaped, and, as they 
ſay, Hed with a young Gentleman The was 
in Love with into England. I have or- 
dered all the Houle to conceal the Matter, 
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Ah Abelard! if you were near us theſe 
Diſorders would not happen, All the Siſters, 
charmed with ſeeing and hearing you , would 
think of Nothing but practiling your Rules 
and Directions. The young Nun had never 
formed ſo criminal a Deſign as that of 
breaking her Vows, had you been at our 
Head to exhort us to live holily, If your 
Eyes were Witnelles of our Actions, they 
would be innocent. When we ſlipt: you 
would lift us up and eſtabliſh us by your 
Counſels ; we ſhould march with ſure Steps 
in the rough Paths of Virtue, I begin te 
perceive, Abelard, that I take too much 
Plealure in writing to you. I ought to burn 
my Letter. It chews you I am fill en- 
gaged in a deep Paſsion for you, though at 
the Beginning of it I deligned to perſuade 
vou of the contrary; I am lenſible of the 
Motions both of Grace and Paſsion, and 
by Turns yield to each. Have Pity , Abe. 
| lard, of the Condition to which you have 
brought me, and make in ſome Mealure 
the latter Days of my Life as quiet, as 
the Srit have been unealy and diſturbed, + 
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ABELARD to HELOISE. 


Abelard kaving at laſt conquered the Re. 
mains of his unhappy | Paſsion , had de- 
termined to put an End to ſo danger. 
s d Correſpondence as that between 
Heloiſe and himſelf. Ilie following Let- 
ter therefore, though written with no 
leſs Concern than his former ts free 
from Mixtures of a worldly Paſsion , 

end is full of the warmeſt Sentiments 
of Plicty, and the moſt moving Eæ- 
hortations. 


Nur no more to me? Heloiſe : 
write no more to me; tis Time te 
end a Commerce which makes our Mortifi- 
cations of no Advantage to us, We 7ze- 
tired from the World to lanctify ourſelves; 
and by a Condudt directly contrary to Chril- 
tian Morality, we become odious to Jeſus 
Chrift, Let us no more deceive our- 
ſelves, { by flattering ourſelves with the 
Remembrance of our paſt Pleaſures, 
we ſhall. make our Lives troubleſome, 


and we Thall he incapable of reliſhing the 
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Sweets of Solitude. Let us make a good 
Uſe of our Aufterities, and no longer pre- 
ſerve the Ideas of our Crimes amongſt 
the Severities of Penitence. Let a Morti- 
fication of Body and Mind, a firit Faſting, 
sontinual Solitude, profound and holy Me 
ditations , and a ſincere Love of God, ſuc+ 
seed our former Irregularities. 

Let us try to carry religious PerfeQion 
to a very difficult Point. Tis beautiful to 
find in Chriſtianity Minds ſo diſengaged 
from the Earth, from the Creatures and 
themſelves, that they ſeem to act indepen- 
dently of thole Bodies they are joined to, 
and to uſe them as their Slaves, We can never 
raiſe ourſelves to too great Heights, when 
God is the Objet, Be our Endeavours 
ever ſo great, they will always come 
ſhort of reaching that exalted Divinity, 
which even our Apprehenſions cannot reach. 
Let us act for (God's Glory, independent 
of the Creatures or ourſelves, without any 
Regard to our own Deſires, or the Senti- 
ments of others, Were we in this Temper 
of Mind, Heloiſe, I would willingly make 
my Abode at the Paraclete. My earneſt 
Care for a Houſe I have founded, would 


draw a thouſand Bleſsings on it. I would 


inftru> it by my Words, and animate it 
by my Example, I would watch oyer 
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the Lives of my Sifters, and would com- 
mand Nothing but what I myſelf wouid 
pe:form, I would direct you to pray, 
meditate , labour, and keep Vows of Si- 
lence; and 1 would myſelf pray, meditate, 
labour, and be ſilent. 

However when I ſpoke, itſhould be to lift 
you up when you ſhould fall, to trengthen you 
in your Weaknelles, to enlighten you in that 
Darkneſs and Obſcurity which might at any 
Time ſurpriſe ' you, I would comfort you 
under thoſe Severities uſed by Perſons of 
great Virtue. I would moderate the Vi- 
vacity of your Zeal and Piety, and give 
your Virtue an even Temperament: I 
would point out thoſe Duties which you 
ought to know, and ſatisfy you in thoſe 
Doubts which the Weakneſs of your 'Rea- 
ſon might occaſion. I would be your Ma- 
fter and Father; and by a marvellous Ta- 
lent, I would become lively, ſlow, ſoft, 
or ſevere, according to the different Cha- 
racters of thoſe I ſhould guide in the pain- 
ful Path of Chriſtian Perfection. 

But whither does my vain Imagination 
earry me? Ah! Heloiſe, how far are we 
from ſuch a happy Temper? Your Heart 
Rifl burns with that fatal Fire which you 
cannot extinguiſh, and mine is full of 
Trouble and Uneafinelss Think not, He. 
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loiſe, that I enjoy here a perfect Peace; 
I will, for the laſt Time, open my Heart 
to you; I am not yet diſengaged. from you; 
I fight againſt my excelsive Tenderneſs for 
you, yet in Spite of all my Endeavours, 
the remaining Frailty makes me but too 
ſenfible of your Sorrows, and gives me a 
Share in them. Your Letters have indeed 
moved me, I could not read with Indif- 
ference Characters wrote by that dear Hand. 
I figh,. I weep, and all my Reaſon is 
ſcarce ſufficient to conceal my Weakneſs 
from my Pupils. This, unhappy Heloiſe! 
is the miſerable Condition of Abelard. 
The World, which generally errs in its 
Notions, thinks I am ealy, and, as if I 
had loved only in you the ratification of 
Senſe, imagines I have. now forgot you; 
but what a Miſtake is this! People indeed 
did not miſtake in thinking when we ſepa- 
rated, that Shame and Grief for having 
bren ſo cruelly uſed made me abandon the 
World. Twas not, as you know, a fincere 
Repentance for. having . offended God, 
which inſpired. me with a Deßgn of retir- 


ing: However, I confidered the Accident 


which happened to us as a ſecret Delign of 
Providence, to puniſh our Crimes; and 


only looked upon Fulbert as the Infirument . 
of divine Vengeance, Grace drew me inte 
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an Aſylum , where 1 might yet have 


remained, if the Rage of my Enemies 


would have permitted: I have endured all 


their Perſecutions, not doubting but God 
himſelf raiſed them up in order to purify 


me. | 
When he ſaw: me perfectly obedient to 
his holy Will, he permitted that I ſhould 


juſtify my Doctrine; I made its. Purity public, 
and ſhewed in the End that my Faith was 
not only orthodox, but allo perfectly clear 
from even the Suſpicion of Novelty. 

I ſhould/ be happy if. I had none to fear 


but my Enemies, and no other Hindrance 


to my Salvation but their Calumny ; but, 
Heloiſe , you make me Trouble; your Let- 
ters declare to me that you are enſlaved 
to a fatal Paſsion ; and yet if you cannot 
conquer it, you cannot be ſaved ; and 
what Part would you have me take in this 
Caſe? Would you have me flifle the In- 
ſpirations of the Holy Ghost? Shall I, to 
ſooth you, dry up thoſe Tears which the 


Evil Spirit makes you ſhed; Shall this be 


the Fruit of my Meditations? No; let us 
be more firm in our Reſolutions; we have 
not retired but in order to lament our Sins, 


and to gain Heaven; let us then refign- 
_ outfelyes to God with all our Heart, 
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I know every Thing in the Beginning is 
difficult , but it is glorious to undertake the 
Beginning of a great Action, and that 
Glory inereales proportionably , as the 
Ditficulties are more confiderable. We 
ought upon this Account to ſurmount brave» 
ly all Obſtacles which might hinder us in 


the Practice of Chriſtian Virtue. |. In a 


Monaſtery Men are proved as Gold in 
the Furnace, No one can continue long 
there, unleſs he bear worthily the Yoke 
of our Lord... 

Attempt.to break thoſe ſhameful Chains 
which bind you to ihe Fleſh, and if by the 
Alsiſtance of Grace you are ſo happy as 
to accompliſh this, I entreat you to think 
of me in your Prayers Endeavour with 
all your Strength to be the Pattern of a 
perf-+ Chriftian; it is difficult, I conſels, 
but not impolsible; and I expe this beau» 
tilul Triumph from your teachable Dilpo- 
fition. If your firft End: avours prove weak, 
give not yourlelf up to-Deipair; that would 
be Cowardice ; befides, I would bave you 
informed , that you muſt neceſſarily take 
great Pains, becauſe you ſtrive to conquer 


a terrible Enemy , to extinguiſh raging 


Fire, and to reduce to Subjection your 
deareſt Affections; you mutt fight again 


your. own Dehres, be not therefore preſled.. 
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down with the Weight of your corrupt 


Nature. You have: to do with a, cunning 
Adverlary , who will uſe all Means to ſeduce 
you; be always upon your Guard. While 
we live we are expoled to Temptations; 
this made a great Saint ſay, that fe whole 
Life of Man tas a Temptation; the Devil, 
who never Ileeps, walks continually around 
us, in order to ſurprize us on ſome un- 


guarded Side, and enters into our Soul te 


deftroy it. 


However perfect any one may be, yet 
he may fall into Temptations, and per- 
haps into ſuch as may be uſeful. Nor is. 
it wonderful that Man: ſhould never be 
exempt from them, becauſe he hath always 


in himſelf their Source, Concupilſcence ; 
ſcarce are we delivered from one Tempta- 


tion , but another attacks us. Such is the 


Lot of the Poſterity of Adam, that they 


ſhould always have ſomething. to ſuffer, 


becauſe they have forfeited their primitive 
Happineſs. We vainly flatter ourſelves that 


we ſhall conquer Temptations: by flying; 


if. we join not Patience and Humility , we 
ſhall torment ourſelves to no Purpoſe, We 
ſhall more certainly compaſs our End by 


imploring God's Aſs flanee; than by uſing. 
any Meane drawn. from ourſelves . 
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Be conſtant, Heloiſe, truſt in God, 
and you will fall into few Temptations ; 
whenever they ſhall come, flifle them ia 
their Birth; let them not take Root in 
your Heart Apply Remedies to a Dileale, 
laid an Ancient, in its Beginning, for when 
it hath gained Strength, Medicines will be 
unavailable ; Temptations have their Degrees, 


they are at firſt mere Thoughts, and do 


not appear dangerous; the Imagination 
receives them without any Fears; a Plea- 
ſure is formed out of them, we paule upon 
it, and at laſt we yield to it. 

Do you now, Helniſe, applaud my Defign 
of making you walk in the Steps of the Saints? 
Do my Words give you any Reliſh for Peni- 
tence? Have you not Remorſe for your 
Wanderings, and do you not wilh you 
could, like Mugdalen, walh our Saviour's 
Feet with your Tears? If you have not 
yet theſe ardent Emotions, pray that he 
would inſpire them. I Chall never ceale to 
recommend you in my Prayers, and always 
beſeech him to alsiſt you in your Deſire of 
dying holily. You have quitted the World, 


and what Object was worthy to detain 


you there ? Lift up your Eyes always to 
him to whom you have conſecrated the 
Reſt of your Days. Life upon this Earth 
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is Miſery, The very Neceſsities o which 
our Body is lubjeA here, are Matter of 
Affidion to a Saint Cord, ſaid the Royal 
Prophet, deliver me from my Neoeſsities] 
They are wreiched who do not know them- 
ſelves for ſuch , and yet they are more 
wretched who know their Milery, and do 
not hate the Cerruption of the Age. What 
Fools are Men io engage themſelves to 
earthiy Things! They will be undeceived 


one Day, and will know but too late how 
much they have been to blame in loving 


ſuch falle Good, Perſons truly pious do 
not thus miſtake, they are diſengaged from 
all ſenſua Pleaſures, and raile their Deftires 
to Heaven. Begin, Heloiſe ; put your Deſign 
in Execution without Delay; you have yet 
Time enough to work out your Salvation. 
Love Chriſt, and deſpile yourlelf for his 
Sake. He would pollels your Heart, and 
be the foie ObjeR of your Sighs and Tears; 
ſeck for no Comfort but in him. If you 
do not free yourlelf from me, you will fall 
with me; but if you quit me, and give up 
yourſelf to him, you will be fiedfaſt and 
immoveable. If you force the Lord to for- 
fake you, you will fall into Difireſs; but 
if you be ever faithſul to him, you will 
be always in Joy. Magdalen wept, as 
thinking the Lord had forſaken her. But 
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Nartha [aid , See, the Lord calls you 
Be diligent in your Duty, and obey faith- 
fully the Motions of his Grace, and Jeſus 
will remain always with you. 

Attend, Heloiſe, to ſome IInſtructions 
1-have to give you: You are at the Head 
of a Society, and you know there is this 
Difference between thoſe who. lead a pri- 
vate Life, and ſuch as are charged with 
the Conduct of others; that the firſt need 
only labour for their own Sanctification, 
and in acquitting themſelves of their Duties 
are not obliged to practiſe all the Virtues 
in ſuch an apparent Manner; whereas they 
who have the Conduct of others intruſted 
to them, ought by their Example to engage 
them to do all the Good they are capable of 
in their Condition. I beſeech you to 
attend to this Truth, and ſo to follow it, 
as that your whole Life may be a perfe& 
Model of that of a religious Recluſe. 

God, who heartily defires our Salvation, 
hath made all the Means of it ealy to us. 
In the Old Teſtament he hath written in 
the Tables of the Law what he requires 
of us, that we might not be bewildered in 
ſeeking after his Will. In the New Tefta- 
ment he hath written that Law of Grace 
in our Hearts, to the Intent that it might 


be always preſent with us; and, knowing 
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the Weaknels and Incapacity of our Na. 
tare, he hath given us Grace to perform 
his Will; and as if this were not enough, 
he hath at all Times, in all States of the 


Church, raiſed up Men, who by their 


exemplary Life might excite others to their 
Duty. To effect this, he hath choſen 
Perſons of every Age, Sex, and Condition. 
Strive now to unite in yourſelf all thoſe 
Virtues which have been ſcattered in theſe 
different States. Have the Purity of Vir- 
gins, the Auſterity of Anchorites , the 
Zeal of Paſtors and Biſhops, and the Con- 
fiancy of Martyrs. Be exact, in the Courſe 
of your whole Life, to fulfhl the Duties 
of a holy and enlightened Superior; and 
then Death, which is commonly conlidered 
as terrible, will appear agreeable to you. 
The Death of his Saints, ſays the 
Prophet, is precious in the Sight of the 
Lord. Nor is it difficult to comprehend 
why their Death [ſhould have this Advan- 
tage over that of Sinners. I have remarked 
three Things which might have given the 
Prophet an Occafion of ſpeaking thus. Firſt, 


their Refignation to the Will of God. 


Secondly , the Continuation of their good 


Works. And laſtly, the Triumph rac 
gain over as Devil. 
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A Saint who has accuſtomed himſelf to 
fubmit to the Will of God, yields to Death 
without Reluctance. He waits with Joy 
( ſays St. Gregory) for the Judge who is 
to reward him, he fears not to quit this 
miſerable ral Life, in order to begin 
an immortal happy one. It is not ſo with 
the Sinner, ſays the Iame Father; he fears, 
and with Reaſon , the trembles at the: Ap- 
proach of the leaſt Sickneſs; Death is ter- 
Tible to bim, becauſe he cannot bear the 
Preſence of an offended Judge, and having 
fo often abuſed the Grace of God, he 
Tees no Way to avoid the Pbaiſkoent due 
to his. Sins. 

The Saints have beſides this Advantage 
over Sinners, that having made Works of 
'Piety familiar to them during their Life, 
they exerciſe them without Trouble, and 
having gained new Strength againſt the 
Devil every Time they overcame him, 
they will find themſelves in a Condition at 
the Hour of Death to obtain that Victory 
over him, on which depends all Eternity , 
and the bleſſed Union of their Souls with 
their Creator, 


I hope, Heloiſe, that after having deplor- 


ed the Irregularities of your paſt Life , you 
will die (as the Prophet prayed) the 
Death of the Righteous. Ah how few are 
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there who make their End after this Man- 
ner! And why? It is becauſe there are 
fo few who love the Croſs of Chriſt. Every 
ene would be ſaved, but few will uſe 
thoſe Means which Religion preleribes: 
And yet we can be ſaved by Nothing but 
the Crofs, why then do we refule to bear 
it? Hath not our Saviour borne it before us, 
and died for us, to the Endhat we might alſo 
bear it, and dehire to die alſo ? All the Saints 
have been afflicted, and our Saviour himſelf 
did not paſs one Hour of his Life without 
ſome Sorrow. Hope not therefore to be exem- 
pted from Sufferings, The Croſs, Heloz/e , 
is always at Hand, but take Care that you 
do not bear it with Regret, for by ſo doing 
you will make it more heavy, and you 
will be oppreſſed by it unprofitably. On 
the contrary, if you bear it with Affection 
and Courage, all your Sufferings will create 
in you a holy Confidence, whereby you 
will find Comfort in God, Hear our Sa- 
viour, who ſays, My Child, renounce your- 
ſelf, take wp your Croſs and follow me, 
Oh AHeloiſe ! do you doubt? Is not your 
Soul raviſhed at ſo ſaving a Command? 
Are you deaf to his Voice? Are you inſen- 
fible to Words fo full of Kindneſs? Be- 
ware, Heloiſe , of refuſing a Huſband whe 
demands you, and is more to be feared, 
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you flight his affection, than any pro» 
fane Lover. Provoked at your Contempt 
and Ingratitude, he will turn his Love into 
Anger, and make you feel his Vengea ce. 
How will you ſuſtain his Preſence, wien 
you ſhall ſtand before his Tribunal? He 
will reproach you for having deſpiſed his 
Grace; he will repreſent to you his Suffer- 
ings for you. What Anlwer can'yoa make? 
He will then be implacable. He will ſay 
to you, Go, proud Creature, dwell in 
everlaſting Flames; I ſeparated you from 
the World 1o purify you in Solitude, and 
you did not ſecond my Delign. I endeav- 
oared to fave you, and you took Pains 
to deftroy yourſelf: Go, Wretch , and 
take the Portion of the Reprobates. 

Oh, Heloiſe, prevent theſe terrible Words, 
and avoid by a holy Courle the Puniſhment 
prepared for Sinners» I dare not give you 
a Deſcription of thoſe dreadful Torments 
which are the Conlequences of a Life of 
Guilt. I am filled with Horror, when they 
offer themlelves to my Imagination: And 
yet, Heloiſe: I can conceive Nothing which 
aan reach the Tortures of the Damned; 
the Fire which we ſee upon Earth, is 
but the Shadow of that which burns them; 


and without enumerating their endleſs Pains, 


the Loſs of God which they feel mersales 
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all their Torments. Can any one [ſm who 


*is-perſuaded of this? My God! can we 
dare to offend Thee? Though the Riches 
of thy Mercy could not engage us to love 


thee, the Dread of being thrown into ſuch 
an Abyls of Miſery ſhould reſtrain us from 


doing any Thing which might diſpleale 


Thook' «1 | 
I queſtion not, Heloiſe, but you will 


hereafter apply yourſelf in good Earneſt to 


the Buſineſs of your Salvation: This ought 
to be your whole Concern, Baniſh me 


therefore for ever from your Heart; tis the 
beſt Advice I can give you: For the Re- 


membrance of a Perſon we have loved 


criminally .cannot but be hurtful, whatever 


Advances we have made in the Ways of 
Virtue, When you have extirpated your 
unhappy Inclination towards me, the Prac- 
tice of every Virtue will become ealy; and 
when at laſt your Life is conformable to 
that of Chriſt, Death will be deſirable to 
you, Your Soul will jovfully leave this 


Body, and direct its Flight to Heaven, 


Then you will appear with Confidence 
before your Saviour: You will not read 
CharaQers of your Reprobation written in 
the Book of Life: but you will hear your 
Saviour ſay, Come, partake of my Glory, 
and enjoy the eternal Reward I have ap- 
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pointed for thoſe Virtues you have prac- 
tiled, 

Farewel, Heloiſes This is the laſt Ad- 
vice of your dear Abelard; this laſt Time; 
let me perſuade you to follow the holy 
Rules of the Goſpel. Heaven grant that- 
your Heart, once ſe ſenſible of my Love, 
may now yield to be directed by my Zeal! 
May the Idea of your loving Abelard, 
always prefent to your Mind, be now 
changed into the Image of Abelard, truly 
penitent; and may you ſhed as many Tears 
for your Salvation , as you. have done 
during the Courſe of our Misfortunes }. 
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HELOISE to ABELARD; 


By Mr. PO... 


„ 


-'N” theſe deep Solitudes and awful Cells, 


Where heav'nly-penfive Contemplation 
dwells, 
And ever-muling Melancholy reigns; 


What means this Tumult in a Veſtal's Veins? 


Why rove my Thoughts beyond this laft 
Retreat ? 
Why feels. my Heart its long 8 Heat? 
Yet, yet I love! — From Abelard it came, 
And Helniſu yet muſt kiſs the. Name. 
Dear, fatal Name! ret ever unreveal'd, 
Nor paſs thele Lips in holy Silence [cal'd : 
Hide it, my Heart, within that cloſe Diſguiſe , 
Where mix'd with God's, his lov'd Idea lies: 
Oh write it not, my Hand —the Name appears 
Already written — waſh it out, my Tears} 
In vain loſt Heloiſa weeps and prays, 
Her Heart ſtill dictates , and her Hand obeys, 


Relentleſs Walls ! whoſe darkſome Round 


contains 
Repentant Sighs , and voluntary Pains : 
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Ye rugged Rocks! which holy Knees have 


worn; 


Ye Grots a6 rag ſhagg'd with horrid 
Thorn! 


Sbrines! where their Vigits pole. ey d Virgins 
keep, 


And pitying Saints, whoſe Statues. learn te 
weep! 


Though cold like you, . and-filent 
grown, 

J have not yet forgot myſelf to Stone. 

Heav'n claims me all in vain; while he has 
ES. . 

Still Rebel Nature holds out half my Heart: 

NorPray'rs nor Faſts its ſtubbornPulſe reftrain, 

Nor Tears, for Ages, taught to flow in vain. 

Soon as thy Letters trembling I uncloſe, 

That well-knownName awakens all myW.oes, 

Oh Name for ever ſad! for ever dear! 

Still breath'd in Sighs, ſtill uſher'd with a Tear, 

I tremble too where'er my own I find; 

Some dire Misfortune follows cloſe behind. 

Line after Line my guſhing Fyes o'erflow, 

Led through a ſad Variety of Woe; 

Now warm in Love, now with'ring in thy 
Bloom, 

Loſt in a Convent's ſolitary Gloom! a 

There ſtern Religion quench'd th' unwilling 
Flame , 

There died the beft of Palsions, Love and 
Fame, . 
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Yet write, oh write me all, that I may. join. 
Griefs to thy Griefs, and echo ſighs to thine. 
Nor Foes nor Fortune take this Pow'r away; 
And is my Abelard leſs kind than they? 
Tears ſtill are mine, aud thoſe I need not ſ pare, 
Love but armen what elſe were hed in 

Pray'r; 
No happier Taſk theſe faded Eyes purſue ; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then ſhare thy Pain, allow that ſad Relief ; 
Ah, more than ſhare it! give me all thy Grief: 
Heav'n firſt taught Letters for ſome Wretch's 

Aid, 
Some baniſh'd Lover, or ſome captive Maid; 
They hve, they ſpeak, they breathe what 
Love inlpires , | 
Warm from the Soul, and faithful to its Fires, 
The Virgin's Wiſh without her Fears impart; 


Excuſe the Bluſh , and pour out all the Heart, 


Speed the loft Intercourle from. Soul to Soul, 

And waft a Sigh from adus to the Pole. 
Thou know'ft how guiltleſs firſt I met thy 

Flame , | 
WhenLove approach'd me under Friendſhip's 
Name; 
My Fancy form'd thee of angelic Kind , 
Some Emanation of th' all-beauteous Mind. 


- Thoſe ſmiling Eyes, attemp'ring every Ray,; 
_ hone [ſweetly lambent with celeſtial Day. 


* _.Guiltleſs. 
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Guiltleſs I gaz'd; Heav'n liſten'd while you 
ſung; 
And Truths divine came mended from that 
Tongue. 
From Lips like thoſe what Precept fail” d to 
move ? 
Too ſoon they taught me 'twas no Sin to love: 
Back through thePaths of plealing Senſe I ran, 
Nor wilh'd an Angel whom LIlov'd a Man. 
Dim and remote the Joys of Saints I ſee -; 
Nor envy them that Heav'n I loſe for thee. 
How oft', when preſt to Marriage, have I 
ſaid, 
Curſe on all Laws but thoſe which Love has 
made? 
Love, free as Air, at Sight of human Ties, 
Spreads his light Wings, and in a Moment 


flies. 
Let Wealth, let Honour, wait the wedded 
Dame, 


Auguſt her Deed, and ſacred be hes Fame; 
Before true Paſsion all thoſe Views remove, 
Fame., Wealth-, and Honour! what are you 
to Love? 
The jealous God, when we profane his Fires, 
Thoſe refileſs Paſsions in Revenge inſpires, 
And bids them make miſtaken Mortals groan, 
Who ſeek in Love for aught but Love alone. 
Should at my Feet the World's great Maſter 
fall, 


8 
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Himſelf, his Throne, his World, I'd (cory 


'em all: 
Not Cœſar's Empreſs would I * to prove 3 
No, make me Miſtreſs to the Man I love; 
If there be yet another Name, more ſree, 
More lond than Mifireſs, make me that to thee! 
On happy State! when Souls each other draw, 
When Love is Liberty ,and Nature, Law : 
All then is full, poſleſsing, and poſleſs'd, 
No craving Void left - king in the Breaſt: 
Ev'n Thought meets 1 ere from the 
Lips it part, 
And each warm Wiſh ſprings mutual from 
the Heart, 
This ſure is Bliſs (if Bliſs on Earth there be) 
And once the Lot of Abelard and me. 
Alas how chanyg'd! what ſudden Horrors 
Tile ? 
A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies! 
Where, where, was Heloiſe? her Voice, her 
Hand, 
Her Poniard, had oppos'd the dire Command. 
Barbarian flay ! that bloody Stroke reftrain ; 
The Crime was common, common be thePain, 
Jean no more; by Shame, by Rage [apprels'd, 
Let Tears, and buining Bluſhes [peak the reft, 
Canti thou forgei that ſad, that ſolem Day , 
When Victims at yon' Altar's Foot we lay? 
Cant thou forget whatTears that Moment fell, 
\When , warm in Youth, I bade the World 
iacewel * 
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As with cold Lips I kiſs'd the ſacred Veil, 
The Shrines all trembled, and the Lamps 
grew pale: 
Heav'n ſcarce believ'd theConqueſt it ſurvey d, 
And Saints with Wonder heard the Vows 1 
made. 
Vet then, to thoſe dread Altars as I drew , 
Not on the Croſs my Eyes were lix'd, but you: 
Not Grace , or Zeal, Love only was iny Call, 
And if I lole thy Love, I lote iny all. 
Come! with thy Looks, thy Words, relieve: 
my Woe; 
Thoſe ſtill at leaſt are left thee to beftow. 
Still on that Breaſt enamour d let me lie, 
Still drink delicious Poilon f.om thy Eye, 
Pant on thy Lip, and to hy Heart be preſs d: 
Give all thou canft and let me dream 'the 
reſt. 
Ah no! inſtruct me other Joys to prize, 
With other Beauties charm my partial Eyes, 
Full in my View let all the bright Abode, 
And make my Soul quit A-2lard for G00. 
Ah think at leaſt thy Flock deferyes thy 
Care, 
Plants of thy Hand, and Children of thy 
Pray'r. 
From the falſeWorld in early Youth they fled, 
By thee to Mountains, Wilds, and Deleris 
led. 


— 
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You rais'd thele hallow'd Walls; the Deſert 
mild, 


And Paradiſe. was open'd in the Wd. 
'No weeping Orphan ſaw his Father's Stores 


Our Shrines irradiate , or emblaze the Floors; 


No filver Saints, by dying Miſers given, 
Here brib'd the Rage of il ute d Heav'n ; 
But ſuch'plain Roofs as Piety cagd raiſe , 
And only vocal with the Maker's Praiſe, 

In theſe lone Walls (t their Day” 5 eternal 

Bound ) x 
Theſe mols-grown ti wilt Tpiry Turrets 
| crown'd , 

Where awful Arthas make a noon-day Night, 
And the dim Windows ſhed a ſolemn Light ; 
Thy Eyes diffus'd a reconciling Ray, © 
And Gleams of Glory brighten'd all the Day. 
But now no Face divine Contentment wears , 
Tis all blank Sadneſs, or continual Tears. 
See how the Force of others' Pray'rs I try, 
(Oh pious Fraud of am'rous Charity!) 

But why ſhould I on others' Pray'rs depend ? 

Come thou, my Father, Brother, Huſband , 
Friend ! 

Ah let thy Handmaid, Siſter, Daughter move, 


And, all thoſe tender Names in one, thy Love! 


The darkſome Pines that o'er yon' Rocks 
reelin'd 
Wave high , and murmur to the hollow Wind, 
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The wand'ring Streams that ſhine dots 
the Hills, 

The Grots that echo to the tinkling Rills, 

The dying Gales that pant upon the Trees, 

The Lakes that quiver to the curling Breeze; 

No more theſe Scenes my Meditation aid, 

Or lull to Reft the viſionary Maid. 

But o'er the twilight Groves,and duſky Caves, 

Long-ſoundinglfles, and intermingled Graves, 

Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 

A death- like Silence, and a dread Repoſe: 

Her gloomy Preſence ſaddens all the Scene, 

Shades ev'ryFlow'r, and darkens ey'ryGreen, 

Deepens the Murmur of the falling Floods, 

And breathes a brownerHorror on theW oods, 
Yet here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay; 

Sad Proof how well a Lover can obey! 

Death, only Death, can break the laſting 

Chain; 

And here ev'n then, hall my cold Duſt remain, 

Here all its Frailties, all its Flames reſign, 

And wait, till 'tis no Sin to mix with thine. 
Ah Wretch ! believ'd the Spouſe of God in 

vain, 

Confeſs'd within the Slave of Love and Man. 

Alsiſt me Heav'n! — but whence aroſe that 
Pray'r? 

Sprung it from Piety, or from Deſpair ? 

Ev'n here, where frozen Chaſtity retires , 

Love finds an Altar for forbiden Fires, 
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I ought to grie ve, but cannot w hat I ought; 
4 mourn the Lover, not lament the Fault; 
I view my Crime, but kindle at the View, 


| Repent old Plealures, and ſollicit new; 


Now turn'd to Heav'n,l weep my paltOfﬀence, 
Now think of thee , and curſe my Innocence, 
Of all Affliction taught a Lover yet, 

"Tis ſure the hardeſt Science, to forget! _ 
How ſhall I loſe the Sin, yet keep the Senſe, 
And love th' Offender, yet deteſt th' Offence ? 


How the dear Object from the Crime remove, 


Or how diſtinguiſh Penitence from Love? 

Unequal Talk! a Palsion to refign , 

For Hearts ſo touch'd, ſo pierc'd, ſo lot a: 
mine. 

Tre ſuch a Soul regains its peaceful State, 

How often mult it love , how often hate ! 

How often hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 

Conceal, dildain — do all Things but forget? 

But let Heav'n ſeize it, all at once 'tisfir'd , 

Not touch'd , but rapt; not waken' d, but i in- 
EE 

Oh come ! oh teach me Nature to ſubdue, 

Renounce my Love, my Life , myſelf — and 

vou. 

Fill my fond Heart with God alone, for he 

Alone, can rival, ean ſueceed to thee. 

How happy is the blameleſs Veſtal's Lot? 

The World forgetting , by the World forgot » 
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Eternal Sun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs Mind! - 
Each Pray'r accepted, and each Wiſh refign'd; 
Labour and Rekt , that equal Periods keep; 
Obedient Slumbers , that can wake and weep z 
Defires compos'd , Affections ever even; 
Tears that delight, and Sighs that waft te 
Heav'n, 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt Beams, 
And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden 
Dreams. 
For her the Spouſe prepares the bridal Ring, 
For her white Virgins Hymereals ing, 
For her ih unfading Roſe of Eden blooms , 
And Wings of Seraphs ſhed divine . 
To Sounds of heav'nly Harps ſhe dies away, 
And melts in Vifions of eternal Day. 
Far other Dreams my erring Soul employ, 
Far other Raptures of unholy Joy: 
When at the Cloſe of each lad, [orrowing 
Day, 
Fancy reftores what Vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then Conſcience lleeps, and, leaving Nature 
free, 
All my looſe Soul unbounded ſprings to tbee. 
O curſt, dear Horrors of all conſcious Night! 
How owing Guilt exalts the keen Delight! 
Provoking D&mons all Reftraint remove, 
And ſtir within me ev'ry Source of Love. 
I hear thee, view thee, gaze. o er all thy 
Charms, 


And round thy Phantom oh my Ae As 7 


© 


216 HELOISE to ABE LAR D. 


I wake; —— no more I hear, no more I 
view, 

The Phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

I call aloud ; it hears not what I ſay; 

I ftretch my empty Arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I clofe my willing Eyes; 

Ye loft Illufions , dear Deceits , ati el 

Alas, no more! methinks we "wan 
d'ring go 

Thro' dreary W aftes, and weep each other's 
Woe. 

Where round ſome mould'ring Tow'r pale 
Ivy creeps, 

And low-brow'd Rocks hang nodding o'er the 
Deeps. 

Sudden you mount, you beckon from the 
Skies; | 

Clouds interpoſe, Waves roar, and Winds 
/arile. 

I ſhriek , ſtart up, the ſame ſad ProſpeR find, 

And wake to all the Griefs Lleft behind. 

For thee the Fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 

A cool Suſpenſe from Pleaſure and from Pain ; 

Thy Life a long, dead Calm of fix'd Repoſe ; 

No Pulle that riots , and no Blood that glows ; 

Still as the Sea, ere Winds were taught to 
blow, 

Or moving Spirit bade the Waters flow; 

Soft as the Slumbers of a Saint forgiv'n, 

And mild as opening Gleams of promis'd 

Heav'n. Come, 


—— — 1 


had 


S > LEH MH O59 no 


og 


. 


Ki 


HELOISE te ABELARD! 217 


Come, Abelard ! for "__ haſt thou. ts 
dread ? 04 | 4 MITES te) Le 4 

The Torch of Venus ns not for the Dead. 

Nature ſtands check d; Religion diſapproves ; 
Ev'n thou art cold — yet Heloiſa loves. 

Ah hopeleſs, laſting Flames! like 299% that 


burn 
To light the Dead, and warm th unſritfl 
T4 * © EEING 
W hat Scenes appeardi — where er 1 tuin 
my View. 


The dear Ideas where I fly, a; b 

Riſe in the Grove, before the Altar riſe , 

Stain all my Soul, and wanton in my Eyes. 

I waſte the Matin Lamp in Sighs for thee, 

Thy Image ſteals between my God and me. 

Thy Voice I ſeem in ev'ry Hymn to hear, 

With ev'ry Bead I drop too ſoft a Tear, 

When from the Cenſer Clouds of Fragrance 
roll, 

And (welling Organs lift the rifing Soul, 


One Thought of thee ops all the Ny to 
Flight, 


Prieſts, Tapers, Temples, ſwim tene my | 


Sight: 
In Seas of Flame my Wann is e's, 


While Altars blaze, and pre tremble 


round. 


While profirate here in bunt Grief I lie, 


Kind, virtuous Drops juſt gath'ring in my 
Jo | 


Eye, 
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While praying, trembling , in the Duſt T roll, 
And dawning Grace is opening on my 'Soul : 
Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 
Oppole thyſelf to Heav'n; diſpute my Heart; 


Come, with one Glance of thoſe deluding Eyes 


Blot out each bright Idea of the Skies; 

Take back that Grace, thole Sorrows, 
and thofe Tears; 

Take back my fruitleſs UN 25 Pray'rs; 

Snatch me, juſt INS from the bleft 
Abode : 

Aſsift the Fiends , and tear me from my God! 

No, fly me, fly me! far as Pole from Pole; 

Riſe Alps between us! and whole Oceans roll} 

Ah, come not, write not, think not once of 
me, 

Nor ſhare one Palins of all I felt for thee. 

Thy Oaths I quit, thy Memory refign ; 

F orget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 

Fair Eyes , and tempting Looks ( which yet L 
view!) 

Long lov'd , ador'd Ideas, all adieu! 

O Grace ſerene ! O Virtue heav'nly fair! 

Divine Oblivion of low thoughted Care! 

Freſh-blooming Hope, gay Daughter of the 
Sky! 

And Faith, our early Immortality! 

Enter, each mild, each amicable Gueſt; 

Receive, and wrap me in eternal Reſt! 
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See in her Cell ſad Heloiſa ſpread, 
Prope on ſome Tomb, i of che 
Dead! 1 
In each low Wind methinks a Spirit halle, . 
And more than Echoes talk along the Walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying Lamps around, 
From yonder Shrine I heard a hollow Sound. 
„Come, Siſter, come! (it laid, or ſeem'd 
4 fag!) 5 
„Thy Place is here, lad Siſter, D come away! 
„Once like thyſelf, I trembled, e „ aud 
pray d, 
„Love's Victim theo; though now a ſainted 
Maid: 
„But all is calm in this eternal Sleep; 
„Here Grief forgets to groan, and Love to 
weep, 
„Ev'n Superſtition loſes ev'ry Fear: | 
„For God, not Man, abſolves ourFrailties here.“ 
I come, I come! prepare your roſeate 
Bow'rs, 
Celeſtial Palms, and ever-blooming Flow'rs. 
Thither, where Sinners may have Reſt, I go, 
WhereFlamesrefin'd in Breaſts [eraphic glow: 
Thou; Abelard. ! the laſt ſad Office pay , 
And ſmoothe my Pallage to the Realms of 
Day; 
See my Lips tremble, and my Eye- balls roll, 
Suck my lafi Breath, and catch the flying Soul! 
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55 no — in 2 Veſtinents may ſt on 
"ſand, 11271 Au 1 md ih 4 
bag ballow'd Taper besbnag in thy Hand, 
Preſent the Croſs before my lifted Eye, 
Teach me at once; and learn of me, to die. 
Ah then, thy onee - lov'd Heloiſa ſee! IST? 
It will be then no Crime to gaze on me. 
See from my Cheek the tranſient Roſes fly! 
See the laſt Sparkle languiſh in wy Eye! 
„Till ev'ry Motion, Pulſe; and Nyrppe Be 
DUE ober; Nn 1 „He MAG, 
And ev'n my Abelard be loy'd no more, 
O Death, all-eloquent !-you' only prove 
What Duſt we doat on, when tis Man we 


| love. 781 %. 11 e 6 9. 
Then too, when Fate ſhall Ac fait Nate 
deſtroy, 


(That Cauſe of all my Guilt, and amy joy) 

In Trance extatio may thy Pangs be drown'd, 

Bright Clouds deſcend, and A watch thee 
round, 

From n Skies may freaming Glories 

6X 3ſhithe', © © 4 

And: Saints' embrace thee Wer a uses like 

neee 0d 


May one kind Grave unite oY haplef | 


Name, | 
And graft my Love immortal on thy cha 
Then, Ages hence, when all my Woes are 
o'er, 
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WBen this rebelious Heart Thall AD 
more; 
If ever Chance two wand'ring Wen belcps 
To Paraclete's white Walls hed flverSprings, 
O'er the — e ſhall * join their 
Heads, . (a) 
And drink ho falling Tears encll other ares 
Then ſadly ſay, with mutual Pity mov” 3g 
„Oh may we never love as theſe have {arp E? 
From the full Choir when loud Hoſannas riſe, 
And well the Pomp of dreadful Sacrifice, 1 
Amid that Scene, if ſome relenting Eye - 
Glance on the Stone where our Told! Relicks 


Hef 6+! 113? 
Devotion” belt Wall ſteal a Thought from 
Heav'n, 


One human Tear ſhall drop, +a be forgiv? n. 
And ſure if Fate ſome future Bard ſhall join 
In ſad Similitude of Griefs to mine, 

Condemn'd whole Years'in Abfence' to de- 

plore, 

And image Charms he muſt behold no ir 
Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 
Let him our lad, our tender Story tell; 
The well- . Woes we ſoothe my penfive 


Ghoſt; 187 e 7 wn 
He _ can kam em, who ſhall feol em moſt. 
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ABELARD to HELOISE. 


By Mrs. MADAN, 


„ 8 5 CF 4 f 1533397 moin 
N my dark Cell, low proſtrate on the 
Ground, a 
Mourning my Crimes, thy Letter A0 
ſound; 
Too ſoon my Soul the well known Name 
confeft, 
My beating Heart ſprang fercely i in my Breaſt, 
Thro'. my whole Frame a guilty: Feanſpent 
glow'd, | 
And flreaming Torrents ores my E yes faſt 
flow'd. ; 
Oh Heloiſa! art thou, fijll, the .ſame ? » 
Doaſt thou fiill nouriſh this defirudtive Flame? 
_— not the n e of. Peace end 
Heav'n, . 590 7 AT 
| From thy ſoft Soul this fatal Paſsion &riv' n 7 
Alas ! I thought yon diſengag'd and free; 
And can you ſtill, ſtill Ggh and weep for me? 
What powerful Deity, hat hallow'd Shrine, 
Can ſave me from a Love, a Faith like tbine ? 
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Where ſhall I fly, when not this awful Cave, 
Whole rugged Feet the ſurging Billows lave ; 
When not theſe gloomyCloifters'folemn Walls, 
O'er whole roughSides the languid Ivy crawls, 
When my dread Vows, in vaia, their Force 
-oppole? | 
Oppo&dto Love — alas! — how vaia are 
* Vows! «5: l 
In fruitleſs Penitence I wear away 
Each tedious. Night , and (ad revolving Day ; 
I fat, I pray „ and with deceitful Art, 
Veil thy dearImage in my tortur'd Heart ; 
My tortur'd Heart conflicting Paſsions move, 
I hope , deſpair, repent — yet ſtill Llove: 
A thouſand jarring Thoughts my Boſom tear, 
For thou; not God, O Heloiſe, art there. 
To the ſalſe World's deluding Pleaſures dead,” 
Nor longer by its wand'ring Fires miſied , 
In learn'd Difputes barſh Precepts I infuſe , 
And give the Counſel 1 want Pow'r to ule. 
The rigid Maxims of the Grave and Wile, 
Have quench'd each milder Sparkle os my 
Eyes; 
Each lovely Feature of this e gr Face, 
By Grief revers d, aſſumes a ſterner Grace; 
O Heloiſa ! ſhould the Fates once more , 
Indulgent to my View, thy Charms reſtore , 
How from my Arms would' thou with Hor- 
ror ſtart ,- 
To mils the Form familiar to thy Heart! 
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Nought could thy quo, oy n. g- 
ment ſee, 


To ſpeak me Abelard — bot Lore to thee: 
Lean Abſtinence , pale Grief, and haggard 
Care, 
The dire Attendants of forlorn Deſpair , 
Have Abelurd, the young, the gay, remov d. 
And in the Hermit ſunk the Man you lor d. 
Wrapt in the Gloom theſe holy Manſions [hed, 
The thorny Paths of Penitence I tread ;- - 
Loſt to the World, from all its Int'refis free, 
And torn ſrom all my Soul held dear in thee , 
Ambition with its Train of Frailties gone , 
All Loves and Forms forgot—but thine alone, 
Amid the Blaze of Day, the Duſk of mee 
My Heloiſa riſes to my Sight; | 
Veil d as in Paraclefe's ſecluded Towers, 
The wretched Mourner counts the lagging 
Hours; 
I hear ber Sighs, ſee the ſwiſt- falling Tears, 
Weep all her Ong! 4 you with all her 
Cares. 
O Vows! O Convent! you! Bows Force im- 
+2 4.7 Barks-+ 5-4; uses HIS THL 6 
And frown * melting Phantom from iy 
Heart; FSi ie dt T wind £1) 
Let other Sighs a worthier Sorrow ſhow , 
Let other Tears from Sin repentant flow; 
Low to the Earh my guilty Eyes I roll, 
And humble to the Duſi my heaving Soul, 
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Forgiving Pow'r! thy gracious Call I meet, 

Who firſt impower'd this rebel Heart to beat; 

Who thro' this ng » this ne 

'., Frame ,';, + 

For nobler Ends — d Life's eftine 8 

O! change the Temper of this lab'ring Breaſt, 

And form anew each beating Pulſe to reſt! - 

Let ſpringing Grace, fair Faith, and Hope te- 
moe f 

The fatal. Fraces of defituQive Love! 50 7 

DeficuQive Love Liege his warm Maukons 
tear, 

And leave. no Traits of Heloiſa there! 

Are theſe: the Wiſhes of my inmoſt Soul? 

Would L its ſoft, its tend'refi Senſe cantroul ? 

Would I thus, touch'd, this glowiog Heart 
refine, 

To the cold Subſtance of this marble Shrine? 

Transform'd like theſe pale Swarms n 
round. me move, 

Of bleſt Inſenübles — who Aren no 1 

Ah! rather, let me keep this hapleſs Flame! 

Adieu! falle Honour, unaviling Fame ! 

Not your harſh Rules, but tender Love lup · 
plies 

The Streams that guſh from my deſpairing 
Eyes; 

I feel the Traitor melt about my Heart; 


And thro' my Veins with treach' rous . 
dart: 


% 
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Inſpire me, Heav'n ! aſsiſt me, Grace divine ! 
Aid me, ye Saints unknown to r Wr 
mine; 
You ! who on Earth ſerene al Griefs could 
prove , 
All but the tort'ring Pangs of hopeleſs Love ; 
A holier Rage in your pure Boſoms dwelt, 
Nor can you pity what you never felt: 
A ſympathifing Grief alone can lure, 
The Hand that heals, muſt feel What I endure. 
Thou, Heloiſe, alone canſigive me Eaſe, 
And bid wy firuggling Soul fublide to Peace; 
Reſtore me to my long-loſt Heav'n of Reſt, 
And take thyſelf from my reluctant Breaſt ; 
If Crimes like mine could an Allay receive, 
That bleſt Allay thy wond'rous Charms might 
give. 
Thy Form, that firfi to Live my rt in- 
| clin'd, 
Still wanders in my loft, my guilty Mind. 
J ſaw thee as the new. blown Bloſſoms fair, 
Sprightly as Light, more ſoft than Summer's 
Air, 
Bright as their Beams thy Eyes a Mind dil- 
cloſe, 


Whilſt on thy Lips gay bluſh'd the fragrant 
Role; 


Wit, Youth, and Love ; in each Jear Feature 
*;..- ſhone; 
Preſi by my Fate, I gaz'd — and was undone. 
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There dy'd the gen rous + ire, Sboſe 
vig'rous Flame 
Fnlarg'd my Soul, and urg'd me on to Hame'; $ 
Nor Fame , nor Wealth , my ſoften'd Heart 
could move, 


Dully inſenfible to all but ese 
Snatch'd from myfelf, my * 5 


grew; 

Vain my Philoſophy , oppos'd to you; 

A Train of Woes ſucceed, nor an we 
maourn 

The Hours that cannot, ' ought not to return. 
As once to Love 1 _— d you mag al 

Mind, | 

Too fond, 1145 too fatally inelin's ; 

To Virtue now let me your Breaſt inſpire, 

And fan, with Zeal n the . ee 


Fire: 
Teach you to daha Heav'n all chang'd ng 
turn, 5 f 


And bid the Soul with ſacred Rapture burn. 
O! that my own Example might impart 
This noble Warmth to cares loft Gang 
irrt f 
That mine, abe pee undifſenibled Cars ; 
Could aid the latent Virtue firuggling there! 
Alas! I rave — nor Grace, nor Zeal divine, 
Burn in a Heart oppreſs d with Crimes . 
mine; 
Too ſure I Rind , while I the Tortürer prove 
Of feeble Piety, canflicting Love, 


* 
* 
* 
x4 5 


— 
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On black Deſpair my-forc'd Devotion's built-; 
Abſence for me has ſharper Pange than Guilt. 
Vet, yet; my Heloiſe, thy Charms I view, 
Yet my Sighs breathe, my Tears _ forth 
for you; 


Fach weak Rebfience fironger koits MS Chain, 


I gh, weep, Ge deſpair, An — in 
vain: 
Haſte, Helorfe, Palle z your es free. 
Amidſt your warmeſt Pray'r —- 1 , _ on 
me! 

Wing with your rifng Zeal my grov elingMind, 

And let me mine from your Repentance find ! 
Ah! labour, | firive , your Love . ur 

controul! -- SEX 12 F333 

The Change will fure-affe& my kindred Soul; 
In bleſt Conſent our purer Sighs ſhall breathe, 
And Heav'n aſsiſting, ſhall our Crimes forgive. 
But if unhappy, wretched , loft, in vain, 
Faintly th' unequal Combat you ſuſtain; 

If not to Heav'n you feel your Boſom riſe, / 
Nor Tears refin'd fall contrite from your Eyes; 
Ifzſtill your Heart its wonted Palsions move: 
If ſtill, to ſpeak all Pains in one — you love 3 
Deaf to the weak Eflays of living Bagath 3" $1 
Attend the fironger: Eloquence of Death. 

| — that kind Pow'r this ones Sou) Chall 

| free, n & n . 

Which _ then can coals to dont on os! 
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When gently ſunk to my eternal Sleep ,- 

The Paraclete my peaceful Urn ſhall beep ! 

Then, Heloiſa, then your Lover view, 

See his quench'd Eyes no longer gaze on you; 

From their dead Orbs that * Utr rance 
flown, | 


Which firſt to thine my, Heart's  foft Fate 
made known 5 


This Breaſt no more, at length to Eaſe con- 
Ggn'd , 
Pant like the waving IR in the Wind; 
See all my wild, tumultuous Palsion o'er, 
And thou, amazing Change! belov'd no moody 
Behold the deftin'd End of human Love — 
But let the Sight your Zeal alone improve * 
Let not your conſcious Ben to Sorrow 
mov'd, 
Recall how much, how tenderly. I dn I 
With pious Care your fruitleſs Griefs-refirain, 
Nor let a Tear your ſacred Veil profane: 
Not e'en a Sigh on my cold Urn beſtow; 
But let your Breaſt wha e Rap! ures 
 Ylowy$'" i 005 451 t of af E 
Let Love divine, frail bar Love dethtone ; 
And to your Mind immortal loys make known; 
Let Heaven relenting ſtrike your raviſh'd View; 
And ſtill the bright, the bleſt Purſuit renew 
So with your Crimes Thall Pup Misfortune 
ceaſe, 


And your rack'd Soul be calmly huſh” a t to - 
Peace. 


ABEL ARD to HELOISE. 
By Mr. CAWTHORNE, 
MASTER OF TUNBRI DGE. SCHOOL, 
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"nh 
u, , why this „ boding Start! this ſudden 


ain 0 
191 


. Tit e — and hook: fo Vein 


to Vein? 

What mean , regardleſs of yon midgight Bell, 

Theſe earth-born Viſions Ong oer my 
Sen?! 

What ſtrange Diſorder prompts the Thoughts 
to glow? 

Theſe Sighs to murmur , and theſe Tears to 
wil * 

Ti ſhe ; tis Heloiſe's Form 3 

O a pure Saint, and more than Saints 
vadord 415, {1d 

She comes in all her killing Chaos . 

Glares thro' the Gloom, and pours upon my 
Breaſt , ad [4 ; 


— 
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Bids Heay'n's bright nn ant Faraclete 


remove, 
And drags me back to "Miſery and n | 
Enjoy thy Triumphs, dear Hlufion! ſee 
This ſad Apoſtate from-his God to thee; 
See , at thy Call, my guilty Warmths return , 
Flame thro my Blood, and r . from 
1% mp U. 
Yet, yet, frail Ae one Effort * 5 
Ere the laſt lingering Spark of Virtue. die: 
The deadly charming Sorcereſs: dee Y 
And Spite of Nature tear her from thy Soul, 
Long has that Rows in theſe unlocial 
Woods, 
Where Anguiſh moſes , and where Horror 
broods, ö 
From Love's wild viſionary Wiſhes gray d, 
And fought to loſe thy Beauties in the Shade, 
Faith dropt a Smile, Devotion lent her Fire, 
Woke the keen Pang, and ſanctify'd Defire ; 
Led me enraptur'd to the bleſt Abode, 
And taught my Heart to glow with * its 
God. a 
But oh, how weak fair Faith and Vittue prove, 
When Heloija melts away in Love! 
When her ore Soul te Mag d, rapt, un- 
veil'd, 
No Joy at Ii and no Wiſh . 
Flows thro' her Pen as infant Softneſs free, 
And fiercely ſprings in Eeſtaſies to me. 
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Ye Heavens! as walking in yon ſacred Fane, 
With every Seraph warm in every Vein, 
Juſt as Remorſe had rous'd an aking Sigh, , 
And my torn Soul hung trembling in my Eye , 
In that kind Hour thy fatal Letter came, 
I faw\, I gaz'd, Fſhiver'd at the Name; 
The conſcious Lamps at once forgot to Fhine , 
PropheticTremors ſhook the hallow'd Shrine; 
Priefis'; Cenſers; Altars from thy Genius fled, 
And Heaven itſelf ſhut on me while I read. 
Dear up ann. art thou ſtill the 
ame, 
The ſtill olds Vitim: of 1 too colt a Flame? 
War „ as Ws firſt with more than mortal 
Shine s 401 
Each 3 E ye-ball mix'd thy Soul with 
mie?! . d 
Have not thy Tears tim ever ed to flow, , 
The Glooms of Abſeries, —_— the * of 
Wie, 51: 
The Pomp of Sucribcey mk whiſper d Tale . 
The dreadful Vow yet hovering o'er thy Veil, 
Drove this nn F SHES PE * 


} BeogSF 05; 5ts 5 er vr 
Curb'd the looſe Wile, and bond 55 Pulſe 
1 to reſt? £74 Tot ks 7 Wat s: 
And canſt thou ain, Kill bend the + ſoppliant 
Knee As 
To Love's dread Shrine „and _ and gb 
for me? 


Then 
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Then take me , take me, "OM me in thy 


Arms, | 

Spring to my. Lips, and give me al thy 
Charms : | 

No, fly me, fly me, ſpread th' impatient Sail, 

Steal the Lark's Wing, and mount the [wift- 
et Gale; 

Skim the laſt Ocean, freeze. beneath the Pole; 

Renounce me, curle me, root me from ** 

Soul; 

Fly, fly, for Juſtice bares the Arm of God, 

And the graſp'd Vengeance only waits his 
Nod. 

Are theſe my Wiſhes? can they thus aſpire? 

Does Phrenzy form them , or does Grace in- 
ſpire ? 

Can Abelard , in Hurricanes of Zeal, 

Betray his Heart, and teach thee not to feel? 

Teach thy enamour'd Spirit to dilown 

Each human Warmth, and chill thee inta 
Stone ? 

Ah , rather let my tendereſt Accents move 

The laft wild Tumults of unholy Love! 

On that dear Boſom trembling let. me lie, 

Pour out my Soul, and in fierce Raptures die, 

Ronze all my Paſsions, act my Joys anew, 

Farewell, ye Cells! ye martyr'd Saints, 
adieu! 
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Sleep, Conſeience, lep! each nem 


be drown'd 

And Teven -fold Darkneſs veil the Scene 

around, 

What means this Pauſe, this agonizing Start? 

This Glimpſe of Heaven quiek- ruſhing thro” 

my Heart? 
Methinks 1 ſee a radiant Croſs diſplay'd, 
A wounded Saviour bleeds along the Shade ; 

Around th' expiring God bright Angels fly, 
Swell the loud Hymn, and open all the Sky; 
O ſave me, {ſave me, ere the Thunders roll, 

And Hell's black Caverns pers: ok up my 

Soul. 
Return, ye Hours! when , guiltleſs of a 
Stain, 
My firong- plum'd Genius throbb' qa in voy 
e 

When, warm d with All th' aprt Fanes 
___ tnfpird, 

All Athens 1 and all Rome admir d, 

My Merit in its full Meridian ſhone , | 
| Each Rivalbluſhing, and each Heart my own. 
Return , ye Scenes ! — ah no, from Fancy 

fly, , 

On Time's firetch'd Wing, till each Idea die, 
Eternal fly, fince all that Learning gave, 
(Too weak to conquer, and too fond toave) 
To Love's ſoft Empire every Wiſh betray'd, 

And left my 1 withering in the Shade, 


Le BA Aa 
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Diet me forget, that while deceitful Fame 

Graſp'd her [brill Trump, and ='s ie 
with my Name, _ vs 

Thy ſtronger Charms, impower d by Heay' n 

to move 

Each Saint, each bleſi Inſeo6ble to Ts . 

At once my Soul from bright Ambition won, 

I hugg'd the Dart, I wiſh'd to be undone ; 

Ne more pale Science: durſt my Oye 
engage , 

Inſipid Dullneſs hung on every Page; 

The midnight Lamp no more enjoy'd its 
Blaze, 

No more my Spirit ſlew from Maze to Maze : 

Thy Glances bade Philoſophy reſign 

Her Throne to thee, and every Senſe was 
. thine. 

But what could _ the F 'rofts of Wiſdom 

do, x 

Oppos'd to beauty. „when it melts in you 7 

Since theſe dark, cheerleſs, ſolitary Caves, 

Death-breathing Woods, „and daily __—_— 
Graves, 

_ Miſ-ſhapen Rocks, wild Images of Woe A 

For ever howling to the Deeps below; 

Ungenial Deſarts , where no vernal Shower 

wakes the green Herb, or o_ thi un- 
folding Flower ; | 
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Th' imbrowning Beere theſe holy abode 


b bt ſhed; -- | 8 1% ] [31 1811 
The e Horrors brooding. « o'er wp 
; Bed, I& iN ö 
The diſmal. Scenes black Nele pours 
O' er the lad Viſous of enanguiſlk'd. Hours; 

Lean Abſtinence, wan Grief, n 

Care, 


25 Diſiracting Guilt, dl Hell's work Fiend, 


Delpair 4 
Conſpire, in vain, with all the Aids of Art, 
To blotthy dear Idea from my Heart. 
Delufive , ſightlels God of warm Delire ! 


Why would'& 29446 een let a Wretch on 


Fire? l | 

Why lives thy loft Divinity Sher Woe 

Heaves the pale Sigh , and Ann loves 

to glioWwWw ?: 

Fly to the Mead, the Daily-painted Vale, 

Breathe in its ae and melt along the 
Gale; 

Fly where gay "a aste Youths 
employ, 

Where every Moment feals the Wing of 
:Joy'; | 


There may'ſt thou lee, low profirate at thy 


Throne, 
Devoted Slaves and Victims all thy own : 
Each Village Swain the Turf-builtSbriae Thall 


zaile, 
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And Kings men whole 'Hpeatombs, to 

blazes + 1 8 
O Memory! ingenious to 2 ue 

Each fleeting Hour, and teach che paſt to live, 

Witnels what Conflicts this frail Boſom tore! 

What Griefs I ſuffer'd! and what Pangs 4 
bore ! 

How long I ſtruggled, labour d, fans, to fave 

An Heart that panted to be fill, a Slave! 

When \Youth, Warmth,” Rapture, n 2 
Love, and Flame, 

Seis d every Seule, and burnt, chro- all wy 


Frame; 

From Youth, Warmth , ns to theſe 
Wilds I fled, 

My Food the Herbage, and , the Rock my 
Bed. 


There, while theſe venerable Cloiſters riſe 
O'er the bleak Surge, aud gain upon. the 
Skies, - 
My wounded Soul indulg'd the Tear to flow 
O'er all her lad Vicilsitudes of Woe ; 
Profule of Life, and yet afraid to die, 
Guilt in my Heart, and Horror in my Eye, 
With cealeleſs Prayers, the whole Artillery 


given 
To win the Mercies of offended 3 ; 
Each Hill, made vocal, eccho'd all around, 
While my torn Breaſt knock'd vleoding on 
the Ground. 
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Vet, yet, alas! tho' all my Moments fly 

Stain'd by a Tear, and darken'd in a Sigh; 

Tho' meagre Faſts one on * Cheek 

'dilplay'd 

The Duſk of Death, 4 ſunk me to a 

Shade. be ok ; 

Spite of myſelf the Rill- impoiſoniag Part 

Sue thro* my Blood , GENS wp all my 
Heart; 

My Vows aid Wiſhes wildly e ; 

And Grace itſelf miſtakes my God for thee, 

Athwart the Glooms , that wrap the mid- 

night Sky, | 

My Heloiſe ſteals upon my Eye; 

For ever riſes in the ſolar Ray, 

A Phantom brighter than the Blaze of Day: 

Where-e'er I go, the vifionary Gueſt 

Pants on my Lip, or finks upon my Breaſt; 

Unfolds her Sweets, and, trobbing to deſtroy, 

Winds round my Heart in Luxury of Joy; 

While loud Hoſannas ſhake theShrines around 

I hear her ſofter Accents in the Sound; 

Her {dol- beauties on each Altar glare, 

And Heaven much - injur'd Res but half my 
Prayer: 8 

No Tears can drive her hence , no Doug con- 
troul, 

For every Object brings ker to my Soul. 

Laſt Night, reclining on yon airy Steep, 
My buſy Eyes hung brooding o'er the Deep; 


eee cw 5. 


ABE LARD ro HELOIS k. 


The breathlefsWhitlwinds ſlept in e 
And'the ſoft NN Team dase d from Wwe 
to Wave; « 
Each former Bliſs" in this bright Mirror My 
With all my Glories, dawn'd upon the Scene, 
Recall'd the dear auſpicious Hour anew , 
When my fond Soul to Heloiſa flew ; 
When, with keen ſpeechleſs Ecſtafies oppreſt, | 
Thy frantic Lover ſnatch'd thee to his Breaft, 
Gaz'd.on thy Bluſhes atm'd with-every Bred, 
And ſaw the Goddeſs beaming in thy Face; 
Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent Wiſhes move 
FachPulſe toRapture,and eachGlance toLove, 
But lo! the Winds deſcend, the Billows roar, 
Foam to the Clouds, and burſt upon the Shore, 
Vaſt Peals of Thunder o'er the Ocean roll, 
r Flame - wing' d Lightning 31 27 e 
Pole to Pole. 
A onee the pleafing Images withdiew , 
And more than Horrors crouded on my View; 
Thy Uncle's Form, in all his Ire array'd-, 
Serenely dreadful ftalk'd along the Shade; 
Pierc'd by his Sword, I ſunk upon the Ground, 
The Spectre ghaſtly ſmil'd upon the Wound: 
A Group of black Infernals round me hung, 
And tols'd my Infamy from Tongue to Tongue. 
Deteſted Wretch ! how impotent thy Age! 
How weak thy Malice!and how kind thyRage! 
Spite of thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
Thy murdering Hand has left me all my Heart; 


=. 
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Leſt me each tender, ſond Affection, Warm, 
A Nerve to tremble, and an Eye to charm. 
No, cruel, cruel, exquiſite in Ill, 
Thou; thought'fi it dull Rarhogity. to kill; 5 
My Death had robb'd loſt Vengranen of her 
'Toil, 
And ſcarcely warm'd a Sovthian to a Smile 3 
Sublimer Furies taught thy Soul to\glow. : 
With all their ſavage Myſteries of Woe; 
Taught thy unfeeling Poniard to . 
The Powers of Nature, and the Source of Joy; 
To firetch me on the Racks of vain Deſire, 
EachPalsion throbbing,and each Wiſh onFire; 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleſt, 
Fiends in my Veins, and Hell within myBreaſt. 
Aid me, fair Faith laſsiſt me, Grace Divine! 
Ye Martyts! bleſs me, and ye Saints! refine: 
Ye ſacred Groves! ye Heav'n- devoted Walls! 
Where Folly fickens, and where Virtue. calls; 
Ye Vows! ye Altars! from this Boſom tear 
Voluptuous Love, and leave no Anguilh there: 
Oblivion! be thy blackeſt Plume diſplay d 
O' er all my Griefs, and hide me in the Shade; 
And thou, too fondly idoliz'd! attend, 
While awful Reaſon whiſpers in the Friend; 
Friend, did I ſay? Immortals! what a Name? 
Can dull, cold Friendſhip, own fo wild a Flame? 
No; let thy Lover, whoſe enkindling Eye 
Shot all his Soul between thee and the Sky, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Warmths bewitch'd thee , whole un- 
hallow'd Song 
Call'd thy rapt Ear to die upon his Coma. 
Now firongly rouze , while Heaven his Zeal 
inſpires, 
Diviner Tranſports, and more holy Fires ; 
Calm all thy Paſsions, all thy Peace reſtore, 
And teach that ſnowyBreaſft to heave no more. 
Torn from the World, within dark Cells 
immur'd, 
By Angels end, and by Vows ſecur'd, 
To all that once awoke thy Fondnels dead, 
And Hope, pale Sorrow's laſt ſad Refuge, fled; 
Why wilt thou weep , and figh, and melt in 
vain , 
Brood o'er falfe Joys, and hug th' idealChain? 
Say, cank thou wiſh, that, madly wild to fly 
From yon bright Portal opening in the Sky, 
Thy Abelard ſhould bid his God adieu, 
Pant at thy Feet, and tafte thy Charms anew? 
Ye Heavens ! if to this tender Boſom woo'd, 
Thy mere Idea harrows up my Blood ; 
If one faint Glimpſe of Heloi/e can move 
The fierceſt, wildeſt Agonies of Love; 
What ſhall I be, when, n as the 
Light, 
Thy whole Effulgence flows upon my 
Sight ? 
Look on thyſelf, confider who thou art, 
And learn to be an Abbeſs in thy Heart 5 


* 
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See, while Devotion's ever-melting Strain 

Pours the loud Organ thro the n 
Fane, 

Yon pious Maids each earthly Wiſh diſown ; 

Kiſs the dread/ Croſs, and croud upon the 
Throne : 

O let thy Soul the ſacred Charge attend, 

Their Warmths inſpirit , and their Virtues 

mend ; 

Teach every Breaſt from every Hymn to ſteal 

The Seraph's Meeknels, and the Seraph's 

e 

Fo riſe to Rapture, to diſſolve away 

In Dreams of Heaven, and lead thyſelf 
the Way, 

Till all the Glories of the bleft Abode 

Blaze on the Scene, and every Thought 
is God! 

While thus thy exemplary Cares prevail, 

And make each Veſtal ſpotleſs as her Veil, 

TH' eternal Spirit o'er thy Cell ſhall move 

In the ſoft Image of the myſtic Dove; 


The leng-lok Gleams of Ay Comfort 


bring 

Peace in his Smile, ad Healing on his 
Wing; 

At once remove Afflidion from thy Breaft , 

Melt o'er thy Soul, and huſh her Pangs to 
reſt, . 


5 
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O that my Soul, from Love's curſt Bon- 
dage free, 


Could catch the Tranſports that I urge to 
thee! 

O that ſome Angel's more than magic Art 

Would kindly tear the Hermit from his Heart! 

Extinguifh every guilty Senſe, and leave 

No Pulſe to riot, and no Sigh to heave. 

Vain fruitleſs Wiſh ! ill, ill, che vigo» 
rous Flame 

Burſts , like an Earthquake, thro' my Chat» 
ter'd Frame; 

Spite of the Joys that Truth and Virtue prove, 

I feel but thee, and breathe not but to love 9 

Repent in vain, ſcarce wiſh to be forgiven; 

Thy Form my Iddl, and thy Charms my 
Heaven. 

Yet, yet, my Fair! thy nobler Efforts try, 
Lift me from Earth, and give me to the Sky; 
Let my loft Soul thy brighter Virtues feel, 
Warm'd with thy Hopes, and wing'd with 

all thy Zeal. 
And when, low bending at the hallow'd 
Shrine p 
Thy contrite Heart ſhall Abelard refign ; 
When pitying heaven, impatient to forgive , 
Unbars the Gates of Light , and bids thee live ; 
Seize on th' auſpicious Moment ere it flee, 
And aſk the ſame immortal Boon for me, 


X 2 
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Then when theſe black terrific Scenes 
are o'er, 4 
And rebel Nature chills the Soul no more; 
When on thy Cheek th' expiring Roſes fade, 
And thy laſt Luſtres darken in the Shade; 
When, arm'd with quick Varieties of Pain, 
Or creeping dully ſlow from Vein to Vein, 
Pale Death ſhall ſet my Kindred Spirit free, 
And theſe dead Orbs forget to doat on thee ; 
Some pious Friend , whoſe wild Affections 
glow 
Like ours, in ſad Similitude of Woe, | 
Shall drop one tender, ſympathizing Tear, 
Prepare the Garland, and adorn the Bier ; 
Our lifeleſs Reliques in one Tomb enſhrine, 
And teach thy genial Duſt to mix with mine. 
Mean while , divinely purg'd from wvery 
Stain, 
Our active Souls ſhall climb th? etherial Plain, 
To each bright Cherub's Purity aſpire, 
Catch all his Zeal , and pant with all his Fire ; 
There where no Face the Gloom of An- 
guiſh wears, 
No Uncle murders, and no Paier tears, 
Enjoy with Heaven Eternity of Reft, 
For ever blelsing, and for ever bleſt. 
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BY AN UNKNOWN HAND. 


a * 
Hamma extinda relucet. 


OLD as I reſt in this ſecluded Scene, 
Where ev'ry ObjeQ is a Calm ſerene, 
Again to thine, reſpunfive Sorrows riſe ; 
Tears anſwer Tears ! and Sighs re-echo Sighs! 
Thy penfive Numbers raiſe forbidden Fires, 
And warmly wake the paſt to ſoft Defires : 
They bring thy Image, ſtill ador'd, to view: 
I rezd — and bid Philoſophy adieu! 
No more, ill-fated Love! invade my Breaft, 
Nor change, for Diſcord , philoſophic Reſt. 
From Man retir'd, my Eyes I lift to God, 
Avow my Frailties , kiſs th' avenging Rod. 
My Crime was Love! and fiill thy tender 
Name 
Revives, and feeds my ill- extinguiſh'd 
Flame. 
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Open my Soul, there Heloiſa dwells , 
From God! from God! my beating Heart 
* rebels. 

See | ſee! ſhe mounts to yon celeſtial Plains ! 
Ye Cherubs ! play around your ſofteſt Strains! 


-Around your Queen, ye Loves and Graces , 


play ! 
Ye guardian Spirits, waft each Sigh away; 
No human Laws e'er dampt our ſoft Defire; 
We lov'd! — we felt! — wefed the tender 
Fire! 
Fancy recalls the Hours of Rapture paſt, 


Too great! — too happy! — too lubline 
to laſt! 


How chang'd the Scene! for in a cloyſter's 


Cell 


( Where deep-felt Sighs , and Woes eternal 
dwell !) | 


Immur'd , the tender Heloiſa lighs , 
The Tear for ever flowing from her Eyes! 


Thoſe Eyes that [parkled with unuſal Light! 


That lovely Form that ever gave Delizht! 
Is now a lonely Victim to Deſpair, * 


Her ſole Companions Wretchedneſs and 
Care! 


No weeping Parents lift their tender Arms; 


No mourning Brother ſoothes thy ſoft Alarms; 


No loving Sifter charms the ſorrowing Hour; 
No Friends alleviate , nor no tender Pow'r. 
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"Tis Abelard, the Wretch! the Cauſe of all; 
From him arole my Heloi/a's Fall, 

Oh! had Oblivion wrapt my- guilty Flame, 
No Crime had tarniſh'd my unſully'd Name. 
Too late I view the Horror of my Crime, 
And Torture cloſes on the Heel of Time. 
Yet when I heard the Savage, ſtern De- 

cree , A 

'Twas trifling Pain to what I felt for thee. 
But Horror! ſee my Heloiſa led, 


Drooping , READ „ pale, and almoſt 
dead ! 


Bleeding 1 lay - — Che + ara and gaz'd 
around, 

Then fainting, fell upon "oh tender Ground. 

No kind Alsiſtance find my Shrieks ! my 
Cries! 

To ev'ry Shriek an anſwering Shrick replies. 

My plaintive Eyes to Heav'n I raiſe in 
vain, ' 

My Pray'rs but prove as fruitleſs as: my Pain, 

There as I lay, all languid on the Ground, 

An Image that Humanity diſown'd, 

How unconcern'd th' Aſſaſsins ſmil'd around! 

My Blood ſtill lowing on the bluſhingGround: 

There too, my Heloiſe was lifeleſs laid; 

A Scene to melt Barbarity, diſplay'd. 

So the poor Lamb, when wand'ring far away, 

A Tyger's unluſpecting ealy Prey, 
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In vain ſhe bleats her agonizing Cries! 

He gripes her faſt, and as he ſmiles, ſhe dies. 

Why did not Heav'n its loudeſt Thunders 
roll, 

And Aike the mean Barbarian to the 
Soul? ; 

Hold, hold, my Heart! — Ah! think 
*twas Heaven's Decree, 

Should Heav'n have chang' d its high Awards 
for thee ? 


I charge thee, Heloiſe, diſpel thy Tears, 


Smile on the paſt, and chaſe your tender 


Fears; 

An Hour may come, when 1 ſhall view 
thole Charms, a 

And once again may claſp thee in my Arms. 

A Thought, alas! embitters ſtill my Mind: 

Ah ! cruel Deed! — for wilt thou then be 
Kind? 

I can no more with Love's warm Tranl- 
| ports haſfie, 

Melt in rey Arms, and * thy yielding 
- Waiſt : 

Potkaje! found Youth, whom Nature deigns 

to grace 

With lively Wit, and Elegance of Face, 

May chale ſad Abelard's negleted Frame, 

Doom'd! — doom'd to wander in eternal 
Shame 
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Forgive the Ravings of a Mind diſtreſt 
Forgive the Tranſport ofa feeling Breall! 
I need not alk it, 'tis already giv'n; 

She [miles my Pardon, and her Smile is 
Heav'n ! | 
When Fancy roves on Joys that now are 

fled, 0 
And raptur'd Bliſs that is for ever dead, 
Think of it — as a viſionary Dream, 
Where Things deceiving , are not what they 

ſeem. 

Farewel, my Heloiſe | thy Load ſuflain! 
Pray to thy God, nor Abelard diſdain! 
Tho' baniſh'd, think he loves thee more 

and more; 
Keep his Idea — yet thy God adore! 
Then may ſome Bard, in Pity to our 
Woe, 
Feel in his Breaſt a ſoft Compaſsion glow, 
May thus inſcribe our ſolitary Tomb; — 
in this cold Marble, ſnatch'd by early 
Donm. , 
„Here ABELARD and HELOISA reft : 
© They die united — tho' they liv'd difireſt!" 
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By Mr. SAMUEL BIRCH. 


— 


08 T Abelard thus greets his widow'd 
wife, | 
Her, next ador'd to Him who gave us 
life. 


8 7 Mud SS 
Could I have thought, when not ige d 
for you, 
That tale our mutual ſuff'ring 1 renew, 
{ Wherein I fondly ſtrove my own to blend, 
To mitigate the mis'ry of a friend ) 
Such pointed anguiſh had not mark'd each 
line, 
Nor wak'd thy ſorrow by repeating mine: 
Careleſs I wrote; in heagt-felt colours drew 
Balm to my friend, but almoſt death to you. 
May this my laſt thy wand'ring thoughts 
compole , 
And point that heav'n, repentance only 
knows ! - 
When firſt affliction gain'd ſuch baneful pow'r, 
And rage and [hame ſucceeded ev'ry hour; 
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When from our fight proſperity withdrew , 

And with her ev'ry earthly comfort flew : 

I ſought aſylum , urg'd by dire diſgrace, 

And hop'd it moſt in this ſequeſter'd place; 

Sought by religion to ſuppreſs the flame, 

Which mock'd my manhood, and increas d 
my ſhame; 

Hop'd to extirpate each familiar pain, 

Reflection oft' embitter'd o'er again; 

Firmly reſolv'd, tranſported with my fate, 

Not to forget alone, but e'en to hate. 

Alas! how fleeting ſuch attempts, and vain, 

With more than uſual heat I blaze again ! 

Sharp through my brain each paſt enjoy- 
ment flies, | 

And mem'ry yields, what impotence denies, 

Ah! what avails it? though of means be- 

. reft, | 

To feed the flame, the ſoft idea's left: 

Ofkcious filence, which ſhould ſoothe my 
care, | | 

But aids reflection, and admits deſpair. 

From thee, as from a foe, I quick remove; 

How ſoon that name is ſoften'd into love! 

Alas! how ſoon our ſolemn vows decay, 

Should aught, but Heavin, our wav'ring 
minds betray ! 

But very rare, in convents you will find , 

That ſacred walls can ſanRify the mind; 

Or that the ſoul ,- unſhaken in its pray'r, | 
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Makes God and God alone its idol there. 
Fear it, my Eloiſa, fear my love, 
To blaft with earthly joys thy joys abore ; 
Nor ſeek, aſſuming [weet religion's name, 
To veil tie deed, and ſanctify the ſhame. 
Oh! tbatI once had felt this pow'r divine, 
"And with that knowledge had enlighten'd 
thine ! | 
How happy then! but other fates denv'd 
To juſtify thee, as my virtuous bride. 
I ſaw, and lov'd; with tranſport I ſurvey'd 
The guilileſs truſt, and afterwards betray'd : 
Pour'd pois'nous doctrine in your greedy 
ear, 
And ruin'd what (by Heav'n) I held moſt 
| dear ; 
Explor'd the ſweet receſſes of your mind, 
Nor law, that love was lurking cloſe behind: 
That ruling palsion over all prevail'd, 
And triumph'd moſt, where moſt my pre- 
cepts fail'd, 
Such was our fate, by various tempeſts toſt, 
When you your virtue, I my freedom loſt, 
All pitying Heav'n! when will diſtraction 
ceale ? 3 
Will neither tears nor fafls procure me peace? 
Behold, how proftrate here in duſt I lie, 
And on repentance caſt thy gracious eye 
Alas! in vain; for I but feign to grieve, 
| Which may mankind, but cannot Heay'n » 
deceive : 


ABELARD to EKL OISA. 233 


No outward ſanQity can grace obtain, 

W hile thoughts within the ſolemn form 
profane. 

When in the choir, where heav'aly hymns 
unite , 

To fill th' enraptur d ſoul with pure delight; 

Where liſt'ning angels catch the pleating 
ſound, 

And virgins' tears bedew the hallow'd 
ground ; 

Approving conſcience gladdens all but me, 

My abſent heart ſtill whiſp'ring nought but 
thee, 

Oh! that the means were eaſy as the will, 

How would I fly, each cov'nant to' fulfil! 

Or that with thee my paſsion would remove, 

And abſence be the ſepulchre of love! 

When love appears, all other thoughts 
decay, 

As ſpectres vaniſh at approach of day. 

Spare, Eloiſe, ah! ſpare thy eloquence, 

Nor with reproof awake my keeneſt ſenſe: 

Name not, bright ſaint, thy conſtancy 
again, 

That cauſe of ſo much pleaſure , ſo much 
pain : 

Too juſt are all thy heav'nly charms pour- 

tray'd, 


Too oft reproach my. guilt, without thy 
aid; 


9 
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Thy boundleſs gifts are rooted in my breaft, 
Thy virgin favour deeper than the refi, 
How bleſt the youth, whoſe ſoul com- 

poſure knows, 

Nor melts with wiſhes, nor with rapture 
_ glows! 

Kindling no palsion , is not paſsion's ſlave, 

Whoſe great dependence lies beyond the 
grave: 

Content ſeeks ſhelter in his peaceful breaſt, 

Such ſure (if aught below can be) is bleſt: 

But doubly curſt, who, ſeeking love's ſoft 
fires, 

In endleſs pangs of jealouſy expires, 

What art thou, love? what art, beyond 
a name? | 

Deceitful pafsion ! vitonary flame ! 

Which , ſave ſome tranſient joys , by Heav'n 
art ſent, | 

Beneath the name of bliſs, as puuiſhment, 

Nor fame, nor honour, Tur d my pliant 
ſoul, 

But twas thy wond'rous beauty caught the 
whole; 

That air divine, majeſtic eaſe and grace, 

Thoſe earthly flars that dazzle on thy 
face, 

That fweet diſcourſe » Which my attentive 
ear, 

Tho' once heard fatal, liſt'ning ſtill would 

| hear. 
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Such were thy charms, not one alone, 
but all, 

Could I but yield, when thele. a my 
fall? 
No more, my Eloiſa, we'll deſpair , 
But make our only hope, our only care : 
Let us the world, its foibles, all diſclaim, 
And no more know mankind, but by the 
name. 

Swift let us fly, our eomfort to redeem , 

While Providence permits an op'ning gleam, 

O might our hearts this bleſt compolure 
keep, 

Not for their ſorrows, but their fins te 
weep; 

I might, indeed , with joy defire to dwell 

Within thoſe walls, my ſoul muſt love ſo 
well; 

Form'd by my hand, and foſter d by my 
care, 

Whoſe humble ſhrines no ſplendid off rings 
bear, 

But thro' the fimple-firucur'd arch is heard, 

The ſolemn pray'r by penitence preferr'd , 

And firains ſeraphic from the altar riſe, 

Meek, unadorn'd , the foul's pure ſacrifice! 

Together we wool tread the rugged road, 

Without one figh, but what aroſe to God; 

My virgin flock ſhould learn their woes 

to bear , 
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My precept ſoothe them, and my preſence 
Rds. 

Nor check a paſzion., nor a toil purſue, 

But what they ſaw their ſorrowing paſtor do. 

Thus calm, no oriſon in vain could plead, 

But bleſsings follow ev'ry pious bead ; 

Till worn at laft, and many a ſtruggle 
o'er, 

Our kindred ſpirits would offend no more ; 

Our duſt repole, from fruitleſs anguiſh 
freed, 

And Paraclete be all the tomb we need. 


But whither will my fever'd fancy roam? 


Alas! I dare not leave my ſtated home — 

We dare net meet; — thy half-extinguiſh'd 
fire 

Would flame impetuous with renew'd deſire ; 

The dawn of peace, and each diviner joy, 

The mad'ning tumult would at once deſtroy ! 

Shall we ſupprels religion in its dawn? 

Pluck off its role, and only leave the thorn ? 

Or obftinately 575 the infant root, 

And blight the bloſſom, ere we know the 
fruit? | | 

Still blind, perfiſt in ins, when unforgiv'n ? 

Renounce our vows , when regiſter d in 
heav'n ? 

Shall I ſo ſoon forſake this laſt abode ? 

If ſfo—ah! teach me how I can avoid 

The following Toons of an injur'd God! 

Let 
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Let me conjure thee, by our deareſt ties, 

Our future hopes, our common miſeries ! 

Oh! ſuffer me to fly impending fate, 

And ſeek for ſhelter, ere I ſeek too late, 

Thy greateſt love will be, thy love to ceaſe, 

My mem'ry , vows, and all of mine releaſe; 

For now I fear no rival's urgent claim, 

But God, that awful witneſs of my ſhame. 

With ſecret tranfport I your charms reſign: 

With equal joy you catch the flame divine: 

'Twill ſoon repay each glorious ſtruggle 
here, 

The bliſs as certain, as the vow's ſincere, 

Then antedate that tranſport of the ſoul, 

Oh eager haſte to reach the ſacred goal: 

Surrounding leraphs ſhall with joy convey 

A charge more bright, more lovely far than 

| they. 

But mark the ſolemn contra@ it requires 7 

Which Heay'n demands, and piety inſpires, 

It is, that Abelard (O painful debt!) 

Muft Eloiſa and her charms forget: 

No leſs; that Eloiſa muſt reprove 

All buſy ſymptoms of returning love : 

Nay more; ſuppreſs all inward ſenſe, that 
gives 

Forgotten Abelard, or hints he lives. 

He lives! — tho' ſcarcely it deſerves that 
name , 

He lives! — but to excite a purer flame! 

Y 
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For could'ſt thou but behold my alter'd ſtate, 

How would thy unavailing ſenſe abate, 

Each varied feature new ſenſations move, 

Evflame devotion, and extinguiſh love ! 

With what prevailing eloquence would ſpeak 

My waſted image, and my woe-wora 
cheek! | 

Theſe eyes, which ſlowly to conſume their 
light, 

Weep thro' the day, and watch the waſting 
night, 

And on the croſs their feeble luftre ſhed , 

Sunk in the caverns which their grief . 
made, | 

Would teach thee , what my aſhes ſoon 
muſt do, 

If yet theſe fail thy palsion to ſubdue. 

When borne to Paraclete for hallow'd reft, 


For ſo determin'd is my laſt requeſt ) 


As trembling you my lepulehre lurvey , 
Adown thy cheek ome pious Kore ſhall 
_ _#%ray; 

Convine'd by that late ſpeQacle of woe, 

How vain all palsion is for joys below! 

Oh, ſlight it not, but view the trembling 
thread, 

That holds deſtruction doubtful o'er our 
head : 

Moſt certain is it, we muſt now adore! 

Him, who negleQed, thinks of us no more; 
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Treat with negle& what lately we ador'd, 


And dawning grace inſpire each e 


and word; 

Ere we can gain the paradiſe in view, 

Or ere expect ſalyation will enſue, | 

My doubtful frailty L will now confels., 

And paint- each deſp'rate effort of diftrels, 

Loſt as I was to nature's nobleſt plan; 

At beſt, a mere apology for man: 

Scarce ſuffer' d love's eckatic joys to know, 

Ere forc'd the dear-bought pleaſure to 
forego.3- - : ; 

The common bliſs, the meaneſt worm 
enjoy'd, 

Stopt in its courſe, and in its ſpring de- 
firoy'd: 

What could I do, conſum'd in fruitleſs 
fres, | 

My pow'r leſs perfect, ſtronger my defires? 

In haſte I ſtrove, at leaſt, to hide. thy 
charms, 

And tempt thee blooming to religion's arms: 

Within a convent chaſtly to retire, 

To ſtop the doubts of reſileſs, vain defire: 

Left ſome ſucceſsful rival ſhould partake 

What dire revenge oblig'd me to forſake. 

Heay'n! with what eaſe thy ſwift conſent 
I ſtole; 


With loft perſuation won thy yielding foul! 
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But while thy bliſs my ſole concern ap- 


pear' d, 
was but thy infidelity I fear'd : 
Forgive, my Eloiſe, forgive that fear , 
The offspring of affection and deſpair. 
Could 1 have ſeen that more work of 
 Heav'n 
To ſome warm youth's prevailing wiſhes 
givin ; | 
Seen him, in ecſtacy, poſſeſs thy charms, 
And fink ſecurely in thy folding arms; 
Whilſt I, mere ſhadow or man's 822 
claim, 1 
In all deficient, though in form the ſame, 
A prey to jealouſy, condemn'd to ligh, 
And e'en refus'd the privilege to die, 
Rapture bad imag'd in its firſt degree, 
Now long fince flown from Eloiſe and me; 


Which charm'd me once, but now will 
charm no more 

Such thoughts too fiercely ran e ev'ry 
vein, 

That danger paſt, I brave all other pain, 

Thy veil more laſting happineſs affords, 

Than all the prov'd uncertainty of words : 

Beneath that ſhelter ſafe ideas rove, 

Excluding all untimely thoughts of love. 

With kindnels , oft' you'd lifien to my pray'rs, 

Kindneſs , which could but ſpeak with gath'r- 
ing tears: 


While fancy ee each delufion o'er, 
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or, half complying with my urg'd re- 
| queſt; 
Reply , my fav'rite convent was the beſt ; 


The more I prelsd, more W far 


you grew, 

Nor. dar'd I mention, what 1 found too 
true: 

All means alike, embrac'd without Miley; 

By night my ſtudy, and purſuit by day: 

No taſk too ſmall, that ſeem'd to aid my 


cauſe, 

And none ſo great to give a moment's 
paule : 

E'en bribes ( excuſe my bluſhes now) pre- 
vail'd, 


Where ev'ry leſs ſucceſsful motive fail'd ; ; 

*Twas gold thy kifter's real thoughts con- 
ceal'd, | 

Whoſe well-feign'd happineſs taught thee 
to yield. 

_ Hail! ſacred walls, that Eloiſe contain! 

Hail! dreary manſion, form'd to ſoften 
pain! 

Ohl what repoſe in thee ſuſpicion finds , 

Effectual antidote of doubtful minds! 

Long may religion hold her empire there, 

And virtue guard thee, its peculiar care ! 

"Twas I that led thee to the hallow'd 
ſhrine , 

Saw you embrace, and kils the cloth divine; 
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Heard thy ſweet trembling voice diſlinctly 


ſwear : 

To fly mankind, and cloſe your ſorrows 
there : 

Then on the holy croſs you fix'd your 
eyes, 


A doubtful, loving, willing ſacrifice. 

Confirm that vow , and foe thy tardy will, 

Which Kill neglected, will be fatal Rill. 
Hard is the talk, I own, t exclude 

_ entire, 
Nor leave one ſpark of ſuch a mighty fire : 
Yet not. ſo hard, but pray'rs may _ 
obtain , 


Pray'rs built on faith, elſe pray rs 5 8e 


ſelves are vain. 
Lou call me Maſter; oh! forbear that name, 
For what I injur'd once, I cannot claim: 
Call me not Father, that my guilt may 
hide 
A term too horrid, that of Parricide.. 
Why by a Brother's name our fortunes 
join , 
When but my crimes alone reſemble thine? 
Am I your Huſband ? * indeed I'm 
. curſt, 
Since fate and fame e join'd t inflic 
their worſt. 
Sin e then thoſe ſacred titles you have 
wrong'd, 
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To honour me, to whom they ne'er be- 


long'd , 
Oh! blot them out, and for the guilt atone, 
Diſplay forth characters indeed my own; 
Paint murder, rapine, all you can invent, 
And point out me, each vice to repreſent. 
Hark ! for methinks I hear an angel's voice 
Intreat your care, nor murmur at the 
choice; 


When words like hole ſalute your op'ning 
ear, 
Are you not raviſh'd with a ſound ſo dear? 
When Heav'n enjoins, can Eloiſe forlake ? 
Or doubt its promiſe, when her all's at 
. Hake? 
Slight not its love, more pure than calling 
ſnow , 
Nor loſe. the ſhadow of a thought below, 
Left your torn breaft relent in vain, and 
prove 
How fierce that anger is, which once was 
love. 
When the laſt trump ſhall wake the gen'ral 
dead, 


And juftice ſhake her balance o'er your 
head ; 


When Heav'n's great Judge ſhall take his 


awful ſeat, 


And all artaign' fland trembling at his 
feet; 
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When een the beſt Thall doubtful wait che 
-\. ae 

And guilt appall'd fart at th approach of 
60 

What can you plead, who have his grace 

denied? | 

His — who for your complete ſalvation died? 
Row will you ſhudder at this juſt decree, 
*Depart, ye curſed, far depart from me! 
Who, when I more t' obſttuct your fatal 


way, 


e Deſpis'd my doctrine, and went more aftray ; 


Since then my precepts could no ear obtain, 

Your griefs I hear not, and your pray rs 
are vain 

In endleſs torments be your pride o'ercome, 

Unalterably fixt your everlaſting doom! 

Oh! think how glorious tis to brave diſtreſs, 


And, ſpite of dangers, dare at happineſs: 
* . Still more, how much more glorious te 


ſucceed, 
When woes unnumber'd magnify the deed! 
Let [weet content your recent life endear, 
Welcome the ſcene, familiarize the ſphere; 
The croſs of Chrift embrace with dear delight, 
**Whoſe yoke is ealy , and whole burden 
_— 
Nor think our luff' rings are his wrath's 
decree, 
But view his mercy in our miſery 
Iwill 
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"Twill ſoon be clos'd, life's mockery decay, 
And death unbar the gates of endleſs day, 
Then, while above in ecſtacy we gaze 
On our Redeemer, and record his praiſe, 
Supremely tafte of joys unknown before , 
And gather tranſports , that will fade no 
more; 
Our newborn fouls " — with 
' - bliſs, ſhall be f 
Plung'd in the maze of vaſt nie. 
Oh! farewell, Eloiſe — no more but this; 
Preſerve the relics of my laſt advice; 
May Heav'n permit, as once my love 
could guide, 
With like ſuccels my zeal may now preſide! 
By my example, be my precepts fir'd 
With ardor glow , with energy inſpird!' 


| Should an unguarded thought (which Heay'n 


forefend!) 

Dart croſs converſion , and awhile ſuſpend : 
Think on, me now, as brooding o'er my woes, 
And worn in pray'rs this hated life to cloſe, 
Oh ! gaze not back on far-flown fatal youth, 


But charm'd with truſt in this experienc'd 


truth * 


That hope in future lie" refles more folid 
bliſs, 


Than e'en the keenefi pleaſures yield, 
polleſt, in this. 
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ABELARD to ELOIS A. 
By Mr. SEFYMOUR. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR, 0777+ 


: 


Oualis populea merens philomela ſub umbrã 
Amiſſos queritur fetus , quos durus arator 
Obſerrans, nido implumes detraxit ; at illa 
Flet nofem , ramogque_ ſedens miſerabile 


carmen 
Integrat , et maæſtis late Toca gueſtibus im- 
plet. | M0 __ VIRG.. 


'O, Eloiſa, let each cell declare, 

| Where oft I bend in agonizing pray'r, 
If. cold my blood, my pulſe inactive grown,. 
Jam indeed allied to lifeleſs. fione. 
Yet, were all ſenſe of am'rous joy ſuppreſt, 
Did memory no fading trace ſuggeſt, 
Sighs with luch palsion breath'd , and words 

of fire, 
Might warm the coldeſt with. unchaſte debire, 


- 
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Dearer than fiſter ! can I think of thee, 
From tumult, rapture, and diſtraction free? 
I view thee ſtill in all thy virgin charms , 
Fair as when firſt I won thee to my arms; 
Again I view thee to a convent hurl'd, 
Cut off from me, and ſhut from all the 
world ; | | 
Then I recall that fatal ſcene of night — 
But what you know too well, why ſhould 
I write ? 


I thought indeed, within theſe ſolemn 
rounds ,. 


Where the walls echo with 1 ſounds, 


With piety, the finner's [elf might glow, 

And learn to ſcorn the love of aught 
below. 

My wayward heart how partially I knew, 

And the dire tyranny that lovers rue ! 

Whew the keen lightning of a charming eye, 

Draws from. the ſoul: the decy-impalsion'd 
figh, 

Yet what inconſtancy the world diſplays! 


Arm'd with keen perj'ry man delighted ſtrays. 


E'en thoſe are fickle in the firſt degree, 
Who, but in that, too muh reſemble me; 
But as I often ſwore, ſo now. I find, 


No common bias [ways my conftant mind. 
Not volumes where each heav only cure is 


found, 


Supply the balm to mitigate my wound · 
2 2 
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Nor penitential tears, nor faſts controul 
The frantic ardor of my erring ſoul. 

Am I, the wretch who with infidious art 
Allur'd you fir from virtue to depart , 
Am I invited penitents to teach, 

And what my practice diſayow'd to preach ? 

My practice then, and my temptations now, 

War in wild combat with a veſtal's vow. 

Ah! no, too ſkilful once in am'rous fraud, 

My tongue but feebly pleads the caule of 
God; 

For, while, I point to cones of endleſs 

_ -light, 

I figh for earth, and OR bend my 
light. 

But my fair ſophiſt Eloiſa means 

( Retorting arms I lent) to guilty ſcenes 

My ſoul again with fury to impel, 

And kindle all the ſubtle fire of hell. 

Pardon, thus rudely that thy name I treat, 

Lovelier than light! than raukie s lelf more 
ſweet! 

Which never ſhould be mention'd but wich 
joy, 

And holy lutes of els might employ. 
Could Eloila now that face ſürvey, 
Where mirth in triumph ſhone for ever gay; 
How would ſhe ſtart from the diſgufiful 

ſhade 
Of Abelard, in horrid veſts array'd 


ul 
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No ſparkles from his eyes emit the ſoul , 


But down my ghaſily cheeks dire ſorrows 
roll. 


Now ſacrilegious ev'ry ſofter care, 
I count my matin beads and freeze at pray'r. 


The awful Judge I ſee, my ſentence hear, 


Condemn'd to ſcenes that hope muſt never 
cheer, 

Where fiery darkneſs , iel that har dens, 
reign, 

And wretches loath an adamantine chain. 

Still deeper plung'd in woe they ruſh away, 

Down, down, ten thouſand fathoms from 
the day, 


Ten thouſand thouſand more, till rack'd 


they lie, 

Beyond the trembling ſearch of fancy's oye. 

Forbear to love what ſhould provoke your 
rage, 

Think of my coldnels, treachery, and age. 

Inſatiate ſparks of ever young defire , 

An object vaſt and durable require. 

Love God; he is — who what he is can 
ſpeak , 

With whom compar'd, all nature's pow'r is 
weak ? 

Could the light pierce this dome of azure 
ſkies, 


Which hides his luſtce from our mortal eyes, 
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The height of beauty muſt deform'd appear, 

And folly all that we ftile wiſdom here. 

Forbear the hallow'd ſtrain of friend aud 
fre, 

To the bats” captive of impure defire; 

Deem not ſo dire a wretch of human kind, 

But view withont the veil a demon's mind, 

I ſhut you from the world with envious pain, 

Thus in my piety I prov'd prophane. 

Brother and huſband will you call the foe, 

That in your boſom fix'd the thorn of woe? 

Why ſbould I read ſuch tender names from 
you ? 

Th? aſſaſsin of your you, or  worle , my 
due. 

To God I gave you when you took tLe 

veil, 

Nor fear d a _ though I thought you 
frail ; 

For who dares tete the Tacred dome, 

Where abſtinence and pray r have fixt their 
home ? 


Your huſband God, no jealouſy 'is mine; 


To a celeftial rival I rebgn, 


Serenely then prolong your blameleſs aue 3 


With meek-eyed charity fing bymns of 
pPraiſe. 


Ah! Abelard, ſhould this induce belief, 


'Your eyes would fiream with [wiſter rills 


of grief, 
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Did you/ reſolve to write, with pious zeal, 

To quench her love, and your onilymont 
ſea)? :1..: 7 

No, not to Heav'n itſelf I can relign , 

On earth at leaſt ſhe ſhall be wholly mine; 

Nor floods, nor fire , nor force of kindred 
foes, 

When ſhe invites, the charmer ſuould oppoſe: 

To my deſerted mourning love I'll fly, 

Preſs her warm heart, and on her kiſſes 
die, 

Severd an age „the thought once more to 
meet, 

Once more our old endearments to repeat, 

Inſpires with hatred to reſtraining walls, 

My vow diſſolves, and all the man recalls. 

Briſk tides of joy ruſh through my throb- 
bing veins 

And my heart dances to unuſual trains, 

Oh! I could gaze for ever on her eyes, 

Thence quaff delicious amorous ſupplies 

Into my ſoul ; till [peech in vain would 
ſhow 

The mighty tranſports that my breaſt o 'erflow ; 


Till left the wiſh that riots void of rein, 


To 6ghs and looks and bluſhes to explain, 

Yet looks and fighs but half n a 
| lame; a 

Such wond'rous beauty ſomething more 
_might claim, 
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Though who that e er had known the 

fears and pains, 

Diſguſts and dangers, doubts, delays, 
diſdains , 

Which always wait upon thy ſervice, love, 

Beneath thy banners would a champion 
move'? 

Henceforth then let us baniſh from our 
breaſt | 

Vilions of pleaſure, „ enemies to reſt, 

Tumultuous oceans where the ſoul is toſt, 

Till reaſon yield the helm, and virtue's 
loſt, 

O grace ineffable! O faith ſublime! 

Unlimited in ſpace, uncheck'd by time, 

Ye gloriouſly aſcend in bold career, 

Beyond the bound'ries of this narrow ſphere; 

With rapture viewing | heav'n's immortal 
King, 

The beſt of benefits to man ye bring; 

A bliſs fincere , which nothing can deſtroy, 


Which angels in triumphant light enjoy; 


Winter it lmooths, pee lummer lovelier 
glow, 


And paradiſe unfading ans below? 


What bleſsings on the humble abbot 
wait! 
Above proud monarchs in their anxious ſtate, 


He leaves a world that —_ wk t ring 
fongs, 


. 
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Whoſe ſmiles are ſnares, whoſe benefits 
are wrongs; 
To hold with God, among the firſt- born 
race, 
Perpetual intercourſe of praiſe and grace. 
Doubt ſolves her veil, and zeal her lamp 
ſupplies, 
At joys immortal ſparkling in his eyes; 
Welcome. as morning to the wand'rer's fight, 
More pure than filver fireams of lunar light. 
With holy pray'r heav'n's portals he un- 
bars, 
And ever Watches „like th' ee ſtars. 
Alms are his hoard , from moth and ruſt 
ſecure, * 
His brethren are the faithful and the poor. 
His ſoul imbibes fimplicity's mild ray, 
Direct effulgence from eternal day! | 
He fathoms truth , and for his darling flock, 
Draws living water from a heav nly rock; 
For penitents he heaves condoling ſighs, 
Next to their tears a grateful ſacrifice! 
Though ſkill'd in nue of men and ive 
raphs lore, * | 
Meek charity he claſps, and prizes more; 
Hope, ever fair, his bliſsful dreams inſpires, 
And faith excludes e'en innocent delires; 
Suns riſe to view this habitant of clay, 
To light approaching nearer ev'ry day: 
1 f [Es £0 SHITE HS 23 iy 
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Till, © Hither! calls the Lamb; the Spi- 


| rit cries, - 

*By foft tranfition mingle with the ſkies! ” 
But what dire tumults kindle in my breaſt, 

Marring ideas of celeſtial reft ? 

Still muſt this heart, O Eloiſa, prove 

The wretched theatre of guilt and love? 

By our youth's flight, by Eloiſa's wrongs , 

By the worſt: calumny of pious tongues, 

By that abhorred night's conſummate woes, 

Oh! ſpare me, love, and leave me to 

repole. 
Alas! the recreant's pray'r that pow'r diſ. 
dans, 


He fires my heart, and ach. in my 


pains; 

All Eloiſa riſes to my view, 

My former wounds, now deepen'd, bleed 
anew. | 

What charms with thine , my ſpouſe, can 
I compare ? | 

A woman's fondneſs: and a cherub's air; 


A bluſh of mildneſs breaking on the fight, 


Like emanating beams of newborn light; 
A breath more ſweet than all Arabia blows ; 
Lips that excel the ruby and the roſe; 

On theſe, as bees on fragrant roſes' play, 
I could in kiſſes wear my life away, 

Thy eyes diffuſe inimitable firm: 
Thy voice might warble with a ſeraph's lyre, 
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Soft as expiring notes at diſtance die, 
And gentle as the murmur of a ſigh. 
Fut, oh! thy breaſt, inſpiring vaſt delight, 
Luxuriant fancy whelms with dazzling white; 
Thy graceful motion and thy ſhape conſpire 
To feed the flame of love's immortal fire, 
With wonder I grow giddy while I gaze, 
Andloſe my ſoul in beauty's charming maze. 
Hence ! gay delufions of warm Faney's 
power, 
Years of remorſe are paid for riot's hour. 
The bluſh that kindled and reprov'd defire, 
The whiſpe-'d languiſh, and the waking fire, 
The foul-diff: bng ſoftneſs of the dove, 4 
Wich all the melting luxury of love, 
Can charm no more — But in their place 
arile 
Dire horrors , ſcalding tears, and coaleielh 
fighs. 
Ye pathleſs caverns, in your hopeleſs gloom, 
A monſter from the face of man intomb ! 
Whelm him, ye ſeas! ye winds, diſperle 
his frame! 
Wrap him, ye lightnings, in your livid 
lame! 
Unfold, ye furies, your dark realms below, 
And ſnatch from memory my guilt and woe! 
When ſolemn night led on her ftarry train, 
While momentary ſlumbers held their reign 
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Before the altar late methought I ſtood, 
Diſpenfing to the croud celeſtial food. 
What time I ſhar'd the Saviour's myſtic gn, 


1 felt conviction, energy divine! 


I look d, and lo! the God who Sm 
bore 
The fins of humankind, debas'd no more. 
All-glorious from the ſepulchre he-roſe 
With gifts for men, and benefits for foes, 
Around him angels, eluſt' ring with their 
wings, 


Struck their bold harps, and bail'd him 


+ King of kings, 

Devolving in full tide the void 2 wud 
High-warbled melody from ſoothing long. 
Satan, like lightning, at that moment fell, 


In adamantine bonds conlign'd to hell; 


He fell, and mounting, ſmil'd Heav'n's 
victor lord, 


Bright clouds inveſted him, and ſaints ador'd. 


Glitt'ring with foil-leſs gems a crown he 
wore, | | 
Whole diadem was pointed thorn before ; 


The croſs triumphant blaz'd with tenfold 


noon, 
Beneath his feet eclips'd the ſun and moon ; 
Mild youth and majeſty ſhone in his face, 


His eyes diffus'd unutterable grace. 


*Hither ! all ye whothirſt for, life, ” he cried 
And live, abundantly with health ſupplied. ”' 


l 
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Within me then a gentle whiſper ſtole, 

Now baniſh Eloiſa from thy ſoul. ” 

A dawning wiſh too'lent its feeble aid, 

And for releaſe from love almoſt I pray d. 

The God I follow'd with my aching fight , 

Till nature fainted in the panting flight. 

With ſaints immaculate above he reigns, 

And ſinners leaves to voluntary Rains. *' 

How worthleſs is the learning 1 ny: 

ſchools ! „ 

No ſtoic yet was made by rigid rules; | 

The higheſt efforts of the rea&ning art, ' 

That teach the tongue to combat with the 
heart, l 

Like wind to fire, dilate the fatal flame, 

We quickly imitate the men we blame: 

Crown'd with the honors won in wiſdom's 
field, 

Could I have thought that I to love ſhould 
yield, 

Who painted virtue fair, and bade aſpire 

Where ſaints refhde , while angels tune the 
lyre ? 

But, EKloiſa, my repole's foe! 

The ſwift tranfition of my cares you know: 

How ſoon philoſophy refign'd its arms, 

And rhetoric was brib'd to plead thy charms. 

What cruel fate my torment then approv'd'? 

I gaz'd , admir'd and, ere I knew, I lov'd. 
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Vet, ſcorning hypocritic ſages' lore , 

I ne'er had ſtoop'd to paſsion's lure before: 
Objects that others fancied fair, I deem'd 
For features merely with diſgrace efteem'd.. 
But wit, irradiating a form divine , 

My noblerpalsion fir'd at virtue's ſhrine. 
What arguments were us dneed I repeat, 
(The tutor turn'd a ſuppliant at your feet) 
Till you conlented gen'rouſly. to rove, 
Through all the labyrinth of flow'ry love? 
Delightful day! when, ev'ry doubt refign'd, 
We liv'd but one, and. mingled mind with 


mind; 

Efieem's warm pledges form'd our dear 
employ , 

While words were found too rude to [peak 
our joy. 


My rapid murmurs prov'd my trembling frame 
Glow'd then with more than friendſhip's feeble 
flame. 
In ſable chains looſe flow'd your graceful hair, 
With pride I view d what might a king en- 
ſnare ; 5 
Your lovely boſom heav'd with frequent fighs, 
And all your ſoul ſpoke rapture in your eyes. 


What ſmiles remov'd each trace of groundleſs 


fear! 
What broken whiſpers thrill d your lover's 
ear! 


8 
* 
8 
I 
I 
4 
. 
1 
8 
I 
1 
I 


Ss at ir od a 2a oh wy IH ci ke 


+. a wu 


ABELARD fe ELOISA. 279 


Sweet as the fragrance of th' exhaling roſe, 
When  vernal zephyr o'er the garden blows ; 
So ſoftly gales , that lull the birds, pervade 
The lone receſſes of the moon-light hade; 
Till our fond hearts on floods of bliſs were toſt, 
And in the boundleſs tranſport life was loft. 


Sometimes a victim to love's ſcorching flame, 


I dare een now thy delicacy blame. 

„We ſill had happy liv'd above the eroud, 

I cry ,, had Eloiſa not been proud: 

Forgetting that a paſsion ſo ſublime , 

Will fpread thy name through long-revolving 
time: 

Poets unborn ſhall in thy praiſe combine; 

What N was criminal ſhall be divine. 

Heav'ns! when for ever in a dreary cell, 

With penitence and prayer you vow d to 
dwell, 

With what a glow of youth, and ſmiling face, 

Confirm'd ſerenity and heavy nly grace, 

You bade adieu to earth's. contemned toys, 

A canditate alone for deathleſs joys. 

This from my boſom might diftruſt remove, 

And yain the dread of earthly rivals prove. 

Yet in a convent laftingly immur' d, 
By friends forſaken, and from love ſecur d 


While youth with ſprightly pulſe beat in the 


blood, 
And all her roſes were but in the bud: 


e 
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What ſtern- ey d ſtoic could refuſe a tear? 


What ſaint unmov d count her n 
hear? 2 


From fields where flowers perpetual bloom 


diſplay, 
From fields of roſy light and endleſs day, 
Spirits of reſt! with viſions bleſs ber nights: 
Viſions, bright antepaſts of heav'n's delights !' 
With ſolemn Cynthia vigils oft I keep, 


And oer ſome melancholy marble weep. 


That range the globe, and viſit either pole; 
Preſent, or paſt, alike dejects my ſoul. 
*Twixt pain and pleaſure what a ſcene of 
firife : 
But woe, predominating, clouds my life. 
My fortune early from my friends disjoin'd, 
And all my av rice riches of the mind. 
(For what are India's gems and ſparkling ore, 
To wildom's charms and wit's unfading ſtore?) 
Mad miſchief meditating , Envy view'd, 
Religious ſiander ſoon my ſteps purſu'd; 
Then Eloiſa's love, my cruel doom, | 
And, living, both pale tenants of a tomb. 
For my poor boſom only now remain, | 
Exhauſtleſs ſorrows and diſtracting pain; q 


While thoughts deſultory, like billows, roll, 9 


All the gay ſcenes, that were my conſtant: 


theme, 
Have left me, like a fair delufive dream. 


Songs once I wrote, now preaching is my 


care , For 
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For am'rous paſtimes penance doom'd to bear. 

He who claſp'd beauty, crown d with flow'ry 
bloom, 

Lies in a dormitory” 5 rtl gloom : 

Where level d heroes, lleeping grandfires, 
ſpread 

Trough the ſtill cloiſters monumental dread. 

A wretched exile on a barb rous ſhore, 

My native language charms my ear no more, 

From marble, hearts what comfort could I 
gain? 95 

I tell my ſuff rings to the ſtormy main: 

As if the ſtormy main would milder grow, 

And ſympathiſe with tearful tales of woe. 

Could my dear Eloiſe the abbey view, 

She would not think that ſacred name its due. 

What ornaments adorn the pompous: doors! 

The feet of hinds, and horrid heads of boars : 

Of hideous animals the hides appear, 

The cells are cover'd with the [kins of deer. 

No ſolemn bell re-echoes round the walls, 

But the ſhrill cock or dog to matins calls. 

On pamper'd ſteeds with noiſy horns they 

bound, 

Air court upon forbidden ground. 

Yet thele are venial faults to what I dread, 

The [word ſuſpended at a [lender thread, 

With loud abuſe they load, If I complain, 


Then flee my fight „a froward titt'ring train! | 


A a 


Mie op EEE TOE i I air. 
\ 


4 

{ 

' 

F . 
} £ 
4 
1 ' 
i 1 
1 q 
f 
— * 


282 ABEL ARD o KL OIS A. 


By my vaſt wrongs to merit I defire, 

And try to kindle piety's chaſte fire. 

„Oh! God,” I cry, from thy tranſcendent 
throne 


Of light and life, . thy compaſsion 


known!“ 

But earth born fighs ſoon interrupt wy pray'r, 
And Eloiſa ſtill I fancy fair: 
A thouſand times 1-call on thy dear name, 
Each repetition fans my former flame, ' 

Let my idea n'er from thee depart! 
Profundly prels the fignet on thy heart. 
The lover's idol makes the ſoul its ſlave, 
And jealouſy [ways cruel as the grave. 
"Tis grief, contempt, averſion, fierce defire, 


A ſecret , but a ſure conſuming fire. 


Though I have you to love thee never 
more, 

1 here recant it: for I raſhly ſwore. 

O Eloiſa , can I coldly view 

The mighty debt of gratitude thy due ? 

What torture haſt thou ſpar'd me! if I fear 

Thy conftancy, where doubts to none appear, 

Curſe on the ſavage author of my woe ! 

Friendſhip's warm ner may he never 
know! 

Damn'd to his coffers , may he ſtill ſuppoſe 

That all mankind are his united foes ! 

Grant, Heav'n, that he may live a ling'ring 
date, | 
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Dreaded by children, eruſh'd by age's weight ! 
May thieves diminiſh as he heaps his tore , 
And the vile dotard, fighing, gripe for more! 
In his remembrance only leave his crime, 
No cheerful ſonnet to deceive the time 

Our preſent puniſhment we ſadly know, 
But ſhall we thus all future pain forego ? 
Ah! no, repentance mult to cleanſe begin, 


None enter heav'n's bright portals tain d with 


fin. 
Far from the altar ſee! yon faix who tele *...* 
The pow'r of penitence , and humbly kneels ; 
Deep anguiſh in her countenance appears, 
Her treſles looſe , her eyes diſſolv'd in tears: 
The horrors of the paſt allault her mind, 
Outcaſt of good! where can ſhe ſuccour find? 
Shall ſhe for pardon the great God implore, 
When tis almoſt a fn for her t' adore ? 
Her ſoul diſtracted at the proſpect lies, 
She wrings her hands, and only, Mercy! ” 
cries; 
While Heav'n itſelf , affected at her woe, 
Abſolves her, and forbids her tears to flow. 
Thus, Eloila, we'll forgivenels ſeek, 
_ Sighing petitions which we dare not ſpeak. _ 
And while from guilt we: ſtruggle for releaſe, 
Who knows but God at laſt may whiſper 
peace ? 


But ſouls like our's, ſo deeply plung d in crime, 


Content recover, and refine by time; 
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For abſent pleaſures often muſt we ſigh, 
And often muſt we wilh; yet dread to die: 
Till hoary age, the mellenger of truth! 
Detects the lophiflries that dazzled youth, 
As when his prince recalls an exile home, 
O'er deſart (olitudes long forc'd to roam 

Or toſt in tempeſts on the raging main, 

He views with joy his native ſhore again : 


Our crimes forgiv*n , ſuch is the bliſs to die, 


With ſuch a pleaſure ſouls remount the ſky. 
Ohl when this ſcene of vanity and guilt, 
Where pride hath loftily her palace built, 
Shall trembling own a far ſuperior pow'r,, 
While vice grows pale within the wanton 
bow'r; 
What time the ſun no more mall ſhed his ray, 
To gild the flow ry ſcene , and give the day; 
Night call no more, from realms to ſage un- 
known, 
Hergolden myriads roach her azure throne ; 
May we together riſe , devoid of ſhame, 
Ourboſoms glowing with a nobler flame! 
Deck'd with new youth, and in unfading veſts, 
May the Spoule welcome us, immortal gueſts! 
Where only friendſhip no reverſe can fear, 
And, without anguiſh, triumphs love fincere ; 


W bers ever flows, unruffled, joy's full tide, 


From God's own fount with pureſt ſtreams 


ſupplied. 
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On Mr. POPE's Epiſile of 1 4 
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TRUCK with a ſenſe of Eloiſa's woe, 
And proud his homage to the ſex te 
ſhew ; | 
One tuneful poet has fo rais'd her name, 
That thoſe who envy , want the heart te 
blame. | 
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